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GENERAL  PREFACE. 


There  is  a  hidden  fount  of  sacred  song 

Deep-seated  in  the  souls  of  those  who  love 

The  prayers  of  England's  Church.     Whatever's  fair 

Or  musical  around  us  bids  it  flow 

In  heart-felt  hymns  to  the  Redeemer's  praise. 

The  melody  of  birds,  the  soothing  sound 
Of  purling  waters  as  they  gently  lave 
Their  flower-strown  banks,  the  glimpse  of  distant  waves 
On  ocean's  sun-lit  bosom,  and  not  least 
(Belonging  to  some  village  house  of  prayer) 
The  "  ivy-mantled  tower"  or  airy  spire, 
With  other  kindred  objects  which  the  eyes 
Of  gain-pursuing  mortals  heedless  pass. 
To  heav'n-train'd  souls  are  types  of  truth  divine, 
Truth  which  affords  a  settled  peace  and  hope 
In  trouble's  darkest  hour.     Reader,  if  aught 
Which  I  have  writ  shall  (through  the  Spirit's  grace) 
Kindle  such  feeling  in  thee,  praise  His  name 
A 


10  GENEKAL    PREFACE. 

Who  only  what  is  good  inspires  in  man ; 
And  as  a  token  of  sincere  desire 
God's  glory  to  advance,  with  willing  heart 
Afford  thine  aid  the  ruins  to  restore* 


a  The  work  in  behalf  of  which  the  reader's  brotherly  co-operation 
is  in  these  lines  solicited,  is  the  restoration  of  a  Chapel  of  Ease  to 
the  village  of  Sewstern,  in  the  parish  of  Buckminster.  NichoUs,  in 
his  History  of  Leicestershire,  describes  a  sacred  edifice  of  this  sort 
as  having  existed  there  in  days  of  old,  in  which  divine  service 
was  celebrated  three  times  in  the  week.  When  then  it  is  stated, 
that  Sewstern,  comprehending  certain  houses  in  the  county  of  Lin- 
coln legally,  but  not  in  reality ,  separated  from  it,  has  a  population  of 
360  ;  that  it  is  distant  a  long  mile  from  the  parish  Church,  which  will 
not  at  present  properly  accommodate  more  than  238  persons,  while 
Buckminster  alone  contains  405  inhabitants  ;  and,  above  all,  that  the 
condition  of  the  roads  between  the  two  villages,  on  account  of  the 
nature  of  the  soil,  is  such  as  to  render  a  walk  from  one  to  the  other 
in  the  winter  season  a  work  of  difficulty  and  danger  to  the  aged  and 
infirm  ;  can  it  seem  an  ungracious  call  to  any  to  be  invited  either  in 
verse  or  prose  to  lend  their  aid  towards  building  "  the  old  wastes  of 
our.  Zion,"  and  raising  up  (in  the  way  now  proposed)  "  the  founda- 
tions of  many  generations  ?" 

The  Author,  encouraged  by  the  liberal  and  kind  support  of  his 
neighbours,  whose  hearts  God  has  stirred  up  to  assist  him  in  the 
work  of  church  extension,  has  entered  into  a  contract  with  a  builder 
for  the  erection  of  the  contemplated  Chapel  according  to  a  Norman 
design  supplied  by  Mr.  A.  Salvin.  As  it  not  unfrequently  happens 
in  cases  of  this  sort,  he  finds  the  funds  at  present  raised  by  him 
inadequate  for  the  completion  of  the  undertakinfr,  .^'150.  or  more 
being  required  in  addition.  He  therefore  sends  this  collection  of  his 
Poems  to  the  press  in  humble  hope  that  it  may  be  the  means,  under 
the  divine  blessing,  of  calling  forth  friendly  aid  in  this  his  hour  of 
need.  If  such  should  not  prove  to  be  the  case,  his  consolation  will 
be  in  considering,  that  whatever  he  may  be  called  upon  to  contribute 
to  God's  service,  however  great  momentary  inconvenience  it  may 
afford,  can  never  be  regarded  as  permanent  loss.  As  a  memorial  of 
the  friendly  aid  already  contributed  towards  the  work  which  he  has 
in  hand,  a  list  of  Subscriptions  on  account  of  the  proposed  Chapel 
will  be  found  inserted  at  the  conclusion  of  the  Poems. 


GENERAL    PREFACE.  1  1 

Of  Zion  at  a  spot  where  erst  there  stood 

A  temple  for  her  children  to  unite 

In  grateful  sacrifice  of  prayer  and  praise. 

Again  be  heard  where  once  they  sounded  sweet 

The  psalms  of  holy  David,  and  again 

The  contrite  sinner's  heaven-piercing  voice 

All-prevalent  for  Jesus'  glorious  cross ! 

If  to  perform  His  purposes  of  love 

It  pleases  Him  on  whom  all  works  depend 

For  good  or  ill  to  bless  my  humble  muse, 

Him  through  His  blessed  Son  I  will  adore 

As  sole  accomplisher  of  that  I  wish  : 

If  otherwise,  I  humbly  will  confess 

His  wisdom  far  above  my  highest  thoughts. 


"  To  God  only  wise,  be  glory  through  Jesus  Christ  for 
ever.     Amen." — Romans  xvi.  27. 


BlTCKMINSTER    VlCAHAGE, 

February  23,  1842. 
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OTHER  POEMS. 


"  I  will  give  thanks  unto  thee,  O  Lord,  with  my  whole  heart; 
I  will  speak  of  all  thy  marvellous  works. 

"  I  will  be  glad  and  rejoice  in  thee ;  yea,  my  songs  will  I  make 
of  thy  name,  O  thou  Most  Highest." 

Ps.\LM  ix.  1,  '>. 


TO  MY  BROTHER, 

THE 

REVEREND    JOHN    LAWSON,    M.  A. 

WHO, 

UNDER  THE  DIVINE  BLESSING, 

IS  NOW  ENGAGED 

IN  THE  DISTRICT  PARISH  OF  SEATON  CAREW, 

IN 

THE  COUNTY  OF   DURHAM, 

OF  WHICH  HE  IS 

THE  PERPETUAL  CURATE  AND  PATRON, 

IN 

THE  SACRED  AND  NATIONAL  CAUSE 

OF 

CHURCH  EXTENSION, 

THESE  POEMS 

ARE 

AFFECTIONATELY   INSCRIBED. 

J.  L. 


NOTICE. 

The  following  Poems  treat  of  various  subjects.  The 
author  trusts  that  the  community  of  the  object  to 
which  they  are  directed,  viz.  the  raising  up  the  soul  to 
"  the  fountain  of  all  goodness,"  may  tend  to  make  their 
variety  of  detail  not  wearisome  but  acceptable  to  the 
reader. 

Feb.  23,  1»42. 


POEMS 


^  iBefince  of  ^oc5g. 


Say,  what  is  Poesy  ?  "  a  dream 

"  Engender'd  by  the  mountain  stream 

"  Which  sober  thought  drives  far  away, 

"  Bidding  the  soul  its  spell  obey  : 

"  It  is  a  fantasy  begot 

"  On  some  wildflower-bestudded  spot, 

"  Where  naught  but  song  salutes  the  ear 

"  From  thrush  or  blackbird  seated  near. 


20  A   DEFENCE    OF    POESY. 

"  It  is  the  frenzied  lover's  food 

"  Who  by  the  moonshine  oft  hath  stood 

"  To  woo  his  fair  one's  Avish'd-for  sight 

"  With  strains  too  soft  for  morning  hght." 

Ye  poets  then  make  no  pretence 

To  number'd  be  with  men  of  sense — 

The  world's  opinion  of  your  art 

I  tell  ye — hence  in  haste  depart ! 

Methinks  I  hear  indignant  bard 
Protesting  the  decree  is  hard 
Which  thus  enjoins  the  gentle  Muse 
To  suffer  the  rude  world's  abuse  : 
"  Permit  me  also  to  reply 
"  And  answer  what  is  Poesy  ?" 
For  him  thus  Fancy  makes  request. 
Her  following  words  are  thus  express'd. 

"  From  heav'n  descends  poetic  flame 
"And  soars  to  heav'n  from  whence  it  came. 
"  They  err  who  deem  that  aught  on  earth 
"  To  its  heart-ruling  power  gave  birth ; 
"  Who  say  with  fiction  'tis  allied 
"  And  walks  with  madness  side  by  side — 
"  No — 'tis  Truth's  never-swerving  friend, 
"  And  will  not  with  dark  Error  blend. 
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"  Is  not  the  madman  truly  he 

"  Who  heedless  of  eternity 

"  Bids  his  sear'd  soul  from  day  to  day 

"  Seek  riches  doom'd  to  pass  away  ? 

"  It  is  the  poet's  nobler  part 

"  To  cleanse  and  elevate  the  heart, 

"  All  nature's  beauty  to  reveal 

"  Which  worldly  pomp  and  wealth  conceal. 

"  O  is  there  not  reality 
"  In  Ocean's  glorious  majesty  ? 
"The  firmament's  uneartUy  blue 
"  Proclaims  it  not  its  Maker  true  ? 
"  Does  not  each  little  modest  flower 
"  Possess  a  soul-converting  power  ? 
"These  are  the  themes  to  poets  dear, 
"  Hence  reft  of  sense  do  we  appear  ?" 

Sir  Bard,  I  own  your  reasons  true — 
May  all  soon  think  as  I  and  you ! 
Go  then  in  heav'n's  own  strength  and  pour. 
Like  minstrels  fam'd  in  days  of  yore, 
A  flood  of  song  on  hearts  earth-bound, 
Clos'd  'gainst  the  gospel's  joyful  sound. 
And  quickly  may  the  desert  show 
That  Uving  streams  find  place  below ! 


22 


II. 

€i)t  TOaterg  of  t]^c  (©rftaZ 


Ye  sweet-ton'd  waters,  soothe  me  with  your  sound 
As  nimbly  o'er  your  rocky  course  ye  bound ! 
Impart  that  genial  freshness  to  my  breast 
Which  haunts  the  banks  by  which  ye  are  caress'd  : 
No  truth-exceeding  lay  your  charms  require 
Which  satisfy  their  votaries'  desire. 

The  trout  enamour'd  of  your  silv'ry  spray 
Exulting  wanton  through  the  summer  day ; 
Each  tree  that  o'er  you  bends  its  friendly  shade 
With  health-infusing  moisture  is  repaid. 
Shoot  forth  its  leaves  in  Nature's  purest  green. 
From  scorching  noon-tide  heat  a  welcome  screen. 

»  The  river  which  flows  by  Keswick. — See  Appendix  A. 
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I  would  not  leave  the  vale  through  which  ye  glide 

To  seat  myself  in  philosophic  pride 

On  Skiddaw's  heights,  and  view  from  thence  how  vain 

The  occupations  of  the  lowly  plain  : 

Enough  of  vanity  and  ceaseless  strife 

Presents  the  beaten  track  of  human  life  ! 
Peace  sicken'd  with  the  mad  designs  of  men 

Courts  the  recesses  of  the  lonely  glen^ 

Where  Greta,  kindred  spirit,  owns  her  spell. 

And  link'd  in  lasting  amity  bids  dwell. 

Pure  stream !  in  thee  I  would  her  image  trace 

And  grasp  it  firmly  in  my  soul's  embrace  : 

So  should  my  thoughts  flow  ever  like  thy  flood, 

A  current  gladd'ning  all  around  with  good. 

On  banks  hke  thine  meek  Walton  c  found  repose 

When  triumph'd  o'er  the  land  his  country's  foes  : 

Deeply  instructed  in  the  Church's  lore 

He  could  midst  nature's  charms  her  God  adore  ; 

The  thankful  feelings  of  his  heav'n-train'd  mind 

Could  near  each  sylvan  brook  a  temple  find. 

While  in  the  gentle  zephyr  o'er  him  blown 

He  heard  a  voice  responsive  to  his  own 

Hymning  His  love  who  bids  the  streamlets  flow. 

And  makes  both  hill  and  dale  with  beauty  glow. 


•>  There  is  a  very  sequestered  spot  ascending  the  Greta  about  a 
mile  from  Keswick,  beyond  a  horse-cloth  manufactory,  which  is  made 
mention  of  in  "  houthey's  Sir  Thomas  More."  A  visit  to  this  "  lonely 
glen"  gave  rise  to  the  author's  poem. 

« Izaak  Walton. 
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O  may  I  ever  worship  at  the  shrine 
Where  he  imbib'd  the  m3''stery  divine 
Which  kept  his  soul  all  harmony  within 
When  rag'd  abroad  successful  faction's  din. 

To  souls  thus  nurtur'd  dwells  a  secret  power 
In  stream-wash'd  vales  when  worldly  prospects  lower. 
To  raise  the  drooping  thoughts  to  Him  on  high 
Who  came  on  earth  for  fallen  man  to  diei 

Ye  advocates  of  duty,  blame  him  not 

Who  thirsts  at  times,  each  common  task  forgot, 

Gladly  midst  Nature's  undisturb'd  control 

To  yield  to  God  the  tribute  of  his  soul. 

Apart  ^  from  men  the  Saviour  oft  withdrew 

Where  none  but  heav'nly  witnesses  might  view 

His  steadfast  yearning  e  for  the  coming  day. 

When  He  should  break  proud  Satan's  cruel  sway. 

May  He,  Creator  of  all  streams  below 

Instilling  richest  verdure  as  they  flow 

My  inmost  feelings  with  his  love  imbue. 

And  with  His  promis'd  grace  my  heart  renew. 

So,  when  heart-sick  with  sights  of  worldly  care 

On  Greta's  banks  I  breathe  oblivious  air. 

The  balm-dilFusing  scene  wiU  not  prove  vain. 

But  fit  me  for  Life's  proper  work  again ; 

FiU'd  with  that  peace  which  makes  the  soul  obey 

Its  God,  and  walk  in  Wisdom's  pleasant  way. 

J  St.  Matthew  xiv.  23.  St.  Luke  v.  16.  e  St.  Luke  xii.  50. 
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III. 

Hints 

Composed  cluring  a  Visit  to  the  English  Lahes. 


O  WHAT  are  all  the  tints  that  glow 
On  mountain  peak  or  where  below 

The  joyous  waters  leap. 
Unless  to  Faith's  unclouded  eye 
The  great  Creator  thron'd  on  high 

O'er  all  His  watch  do  keep ! 

May  Nature  never  glad  mine  eyes. 
Save  when  my  thoughts  adoring  rise 

To  Him  who  fram'd  her  law. 
While  ev'ry  passion  in  my  breast 
Which  unsubdu'd  would  mar  its  rest. 

Lies  hush'd  in  solemn  awe  ! 


26  LINES   WRITTEN    AT    THE   LAKES. 

'Tis  Love  with  holy  fear  combin'd 
Which  best  attunes  the  human  mind 

To  feel  the  soothing  spell 
Imparted  by  each  woodland  scene 
And  vales  the  heath-clad  hills  between, 

Where  Fancy  loves  to  dwell. 

The  heav'n-taught  soul,  unyok'd  to  sin, 
Seems  as  if  Eden's  bowers  within. 

When,  set  in  bright  array, 
Jehovah's  works  declare  Him  near. 
Encircling  all  His  children  dear 

Who  love  to  learn  His  way. 

What's  fair  on  earth  our  souls  should  scan. 
As  type  of  bliss  in  store  for  man 

Redeem'd  through  Jesus'  love  : 
Where'er  I  roam  o'er  hill  or  mead. 
May  He  my  footsteps  safely  lead, 

And  raise  my  soul  above. 
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IV. 

Mimic. 

Of  all  memorials  of  the  mournful  change 
Produc'd  on  earth  by  our  first  parents'  fall. 
There's  none  which  moves  the  sin-vex'd  soul  hke 

sound 
Of  tender  Music— It  doth  seem  to  blend 
With  scenes  of  human  misery  and  toil 
The  voice  of  Hope.     This  gift  was  left  below 
When  other  boons  th'  offended  Deity 
Justly  revok'd,  his  creatures  to  convince 
He  lov'd  them  still;  'tis  like  the  rainbow's  arch 
Bridging  the  cloudy  sky;  its  language  this  ; 
"  Poor  mortals,  fallen  from  the  pristine  state 
"  Of  happiness  in  which  man  once  did  dwell, 
"  God's  mercy  doth  endure ;  'tis  still  the  same 
"  As  erst  ere  sin  brought  death  into  the  world ;" 
But  chiefly  thus  when  Music's  notes  combine 
With  songs  of  Zion  to  the  praise  of  Him 
Who  helUsh  principalities  o'erthrew. 
The  blessed  Jesus— open  be  mine  ears 
To  such  heart-stirring  strains,  so  on  Love's  wings 
My  soul  shaU  daUy  soar  from  earth  to  heav'n  ! 
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V. 

€i)t  (©aan  ^pell/ 

Art  thou  a  man  oppress'd  with  care 
Whose  soul  affliction's  arrows  tear. 
Who  long  hath  sought  and  sought  in  vain 
Release  from  life-tormenting  pain  ? 
Go — look  upon  the  sunny  sea, 
'Twill  sweet  oblivion  bring  to  thee. 
And  waft  thy  thoughts  from  earth  away 
To  realms  of  never-clouded  day  ! 

Hath  sorrow  claim'd  thee  for  her  son 

Ere  youth  her  short-liv'd  course  hath  run. 

And  do  thy  faded  cheeks  reveal 

Sad  thoughts  which  thou  would'st  fain  conceal  ? 

Go, — list  to  ocean's  tuneful  roar 

And  gather  pebbles  on  its  shore  ! 

'Twill  make  thee  feel  again  a  boy 

And  fiU  thy  downcast  soul  with  joy. 


f  This  poem  was  composed  for  tlie  use  of  a  friend  at  Scarborough, 
iu  Yorkshire,  by  whose  kind  permission  it  is  inserted  in  this  volume. 
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It  bears  no  marks  of  wasting  age. 
Its  billows  foam  with  youthful  rage — 
The  maiden's  smile,  the  tranquil  grace 
That  decks  the  dying  Christian's  face, 
Are  in  its  hours  of  calm  survey'd 
In  watery  lineaments  pourtray'd, 
And  make  the  saddest  heart  forget 
Each  cherish'd  object  of  regret. 

Years  may  have  sped  since  first  thine  eyes 
Saw  wave  o'er  wave  successive  rise. 
The  scenes  of  life  have  vex'd  thy  mind 
And  their  dark  impress  left  behind. 
Yet  all  shall  vanish  at  the  peep 
Of  the  bright  bosom  of  the  deep, 
And  thy  worn  heart  again  shall  know 
The  unloos'd  spirits'  joyous  flow. 

Would'st  thou  the  soothing  charm  prolong 
And  sing  the  heav'n-bound  pilgrim's  song. 
Think  on  the  sea  before  God's  throne 
With  storm-wreck'd  treasures  never  strown. 
Whose  crystal  flood  reflects  the  light 
Of  day  ne'er  veil'd  with  clouds  of  night. 
Type  of  thy  dear  Redeemer's  blood 
Refreshing  all  around  with  good ! 


30  THE    OCEAN    SPELL. 

Perchance  not  distant  from  thee  stands 
A  temple  rear'd  by  pious  hands. 
Where  sound  with  waves  that  ripple  by 
ITie  Church's  hymns  harmoniously ! 
There  feed  Devotion's  quick'ning  fire 
And  cultivate  each  pure  desire, 
Till  thy  whole  frame  be  fill'd  within 
With  love  of  Christ  and  dread  of  sin ! 


Thus  shall  the  Ocean  to  thine  eye 
Bear  emblems  of  eternity. 
Its  murmurs  fall  upon  thine  ear 
Like  angels'  music  soft  and  clear. 
Lulling  each  troubled  thought  to  rest, 
And  balm  diffusing  o'er  thy  breast; 
Go  then  and  yield  thee  to  the  spell 
Engender'd  by  the  wild  waves'  swell ! 
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VI. 


ICiiwg 


Occasioned  by  a  Sea-side  Walk  to  Church  on  a  cahn 
Sunday  Morning. 


O  SWEETLY,  Ocean,  on  this  day 
Thy  gentle  murmurs  greet  mine  ear. 

Bidding  my  soul  its  fears  allay. 
And  gladly  in  God's  house  appear. 

Each  ruder  gale  that  stirs  thy  breast. 
Obeying  its  great  Ruler's  will, 

Within  its  cavern  house  doth  rest. 
And  all  around  is  calm  and  still. 

Short  is  the  sabbath  of  the  sea. 
Its  billows  soon  in  wrath  awake ; 

But  heartfelt  prayer  on  bended  Icnee 
Begets  a  peace  no  blasts  can  shake. 


32  A    SEA-SIDE   WALK    TO    CHURCH. 

Hence,  Ocean,  thy  repose  I'll  view, 
A  token  of  Jehovah's  love, 

Design'd  my  bosom  to  imbue 

With  thirst  for  tranquil  bliss  above. 

With  joy  I'll  to  God's  temple  go. 
And  seek  the  balm  imparted  there 

To  those  who,  be  it  weal  or  woe. 
Commit  themselves  to  Jesus'  care. 

A  holy  sabbath  thus  shall  dwell 
Deep-seated  in  my  cleansed  heart; 

Excluding  sin-bred  fears  of  hell. 
And  lasting  when  with  earth  I  part. 
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VII. 
<f^n  a  I9t^tant  ^rosiptct 

From  the  County  of  Bur  ham,  of  the  Tees  at  its  Junction 
during  High  Water  loith  the  Sea. 

Is  it  a  lake,  s  whose  tranquil  breast 
The  weary  wild-fowl  soothes  to  rest, 

Which  gleams  before  mine  eye  ? 
No !  'tis  the  sea-united  Tees, 
Unruffled  by  stern  mountain  breeze. 

Whose  distant  sheen  I  spy. 

Though  view'd  from  hence,  not  mark'd  their  tide. 
Its  waters  swell  but  to  subside 

Into  the  mighty  deep  ; 
While  Cleveland  hills  their  shadows  throw. 
To  gently  grace  their  parting  flow. 

And  friendly  vigil  keep. 

5  The  lake.like  appearance  of  the  Tees  at  its  mouth  when  it  is 
high  water  is  very  striking,  especially  during  the  summer  months. 
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How  chang'd,  fair  Tees,  thy  state  hath  been, 
Since  first  in  youthful  gladness  seen. 

Thou  left'st  the  place  of  birth. 
And  warbledst  forth  by  Barnard's  ^^  towers. 
And  Rokeby's  overhanging  bowers, 

Thy  welcome  notes  of  mirth. 

Less  musical  salutes  the  ear 
Thy  stream  as  it  advances  near. 

To  mingle  with  the  main ; 
But  not  less  surely  night  and  day 
Pursues  its  heav'n-appointed  way, 

And  scorns  to  flow  in  vain. 

Even  such  the  course  of  human  life— 
At  first  with  joy  and  laughter  rife. 

It  bounds  along  its  road ; 
But  soon  a  graver  aspect  wears. 
When  ocean-like  at  hand  appears 

Eternity's  abode. 

Manhood  immers'd  in  scenes  of  care. 
And  age  with  snow-resembling  hair. 

Though  wanting  youth's  light  tread. 
Heed  not  imploring  look  nor  sigh. 
But  onward  ever-restless  hie. 

Till  all  their  days  are  sped. 

h  Barnard  Castle. 


"WITH    THE    SEA.  3o 

May  Faith  extend  her  hallow'd  hght. 
And  heav'n  with  earth  before  my  sight 

In  bUssful  concord  blend ; 
Thus  happy  shall  life's  exit  be. 
As  when  united  to  the  sea 

Tees  gains  its  destin'd  end. 
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VIII. 


Co  tl)t  CotDti)orpe  (©afe." 

Lines  written  on  receiving  a  Drawing  of  the  Tree  from 

a  friend,   sent   to   remind  the  author  of  past 

pilgrimages  to  the  venerable  relic. 


Age-rooted  Tree,  refusing  still  to  yield 
To  Time's  increasing  force  and  pass  away ! 

On  thee  Destruction  long  its  mark  hath  seal'd, 
But  thou  unconquer'd  wrestlest  Avith  decay, 
Us'd  to  command,  reluctant  to  obey  : 

Thou  vet'ran  monarch  who  surviv'st  alone, 
No  kindred  forest  subject  to  thy  sway. 

Thy  sceptre  broken  and  destroy'd  thy  throne, 

I  yet  with  loyal  heart  thy  just  dominion  own ! 

i  See  Appendix  B. 
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Thou  art  the  emblem  of  all  precious  things 

Which  years  advancing  make  us  love  the  more — 

The  patriot's  deeds,  true  Friendship's  offerings, 
And  Faith  maintained  by  martyrs'  blood  of  yore. 
Who  would  not  heathen  deities  adore. 

Awaken  at  thy  sight,  and  bid  us  seek 
Their  bright  reaUties  reserv'd  in  store 

For  those  departed  who  in  Jesus  sleep 

Quickly  to  rise  with  joy,  no  more  again  to  weep. 

No  living  record  testifies  thy  birth. 

The  oldest  legends  thy  great  age  declare ; 

Still,  noble  tree,  thou  art  of  this  frail  earth. 
And  must  the  lot  of  all  that's  earthly  share — 
There's  none  who  can  thy  ruin'd  trunk  repair — 

Hence  may  we  learn  our  happier  lot  to  prize, 
Destin'd  to  leave  this  world  of  toil  and  care 

And  dwell  in  bhss  above  the  starry  skies. 

If  only  we'll  embrace  Christ's  word  to  make  us  wise. 
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IX. 

Co  a  WinUv  Aconite. 


Precursor  of  the  garlands  gay 

That  strew  the  path  of  Spring, 
Bright  Aconite  !  a  heartfelt  lay 

In  praise  of  thee  I'll  sing. 

As  stars  that  deck  the  brow  of  night 

And  glad  the  wanderer's  eyes, 
Their  charm  diffusing  o'er  his  sight 

'Till  Morn's  grey  mists  arise; 

So,  star-bright  flower,  while  Boreas  shrouds 
With  brooding  storms  the  year. 

Thou  and  thy  kindred  'neath  dark  clouds 
Your  golden  bloom  uprear. 


THE    WINTER   ACONITE.  39 

Unlike  the  sober  hue  that  dwells 

Impress'd  on  Autumn's  flowers. 
Its  freshness  gloomy  thought  expels. 

The  type  of  joyous  hours. 

The  dun  earth  gUstens  'neath  the  glow. 

As  if  it  were  in  strife 
Stern  winter's  reign  to  overthrow. 

And  teem  all  big  with  life. 

Yes — soon  shall  vernal  softness  wake 

Each  slumb'ring  herb  and  tree. 
And  bid  them  death's  embraces  break. 

Bright  Aconite,  like  thee. 

Soon  too  the  graves  of  those  we  love 

Shall  signs  of  freedom  give. 
And  at  His  voice  who  rules  above. 

The  lost  and  mourn'd-for  live. 

Soon  o'er  the  darkness  of  the  tomb 

Shall  heaven's  effulgence  shine. 
And  flowers  surpassing  Eden's  bloom 

Their  varied  tints  combine. 
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X. 

Sweet  are  the  hours  in  friendship  pass'd, 
When  friends  long  sever'd  meet  at  last. 
And  kindred  hearts  their  vows  renew. 
While  life  continues  to  be  true  : 

When  Time  hath  fail'd  their  warmth  to  tame. 
And  each  the  other  finds  the  same ; 
Unchang'd,  while  changing  all  around. 
And  faithful  'mid  the  faithless  found. 

Then  thoughts  of  youthful  scenes  revive, 
Which  far-ofi'  darker  prospects  drive, 
And  oft  Affection's  cheek  doth  glow 
With  feelings  other  days  bade  grow. 

Such  friendships  are  of  heav'nly  birth. 
Existing  here  awhile  on  earth. 
To  cheer  the  souls  who  seek  above 
The  joys  which  spring  from  perfect  love. 
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Soon  shall  all  friends  to  Jesus  dear 
Within  the  courts  of  heav'n  appear. 
And,  vanish'd  ev'ry  worldly  pain. 
Unite,  no  more  to  part  again. 

Their  cup  with  gladness  shall  run  o'er. 
While,  thankfully  God's  throne  before. 
Him  they  with  one  consent  confess 
The  source  of  all  their  happiness. 
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Co  a  TioUt^ 

Companion  of  tranquillity. 

Whose  darkly-peering  bloom 
Looks  full  of  tend'rest  sympathy, 

Like  Love  o'er  Beauty's  tomb  ! 
Sweet  violet !  in  thy  deep  hue 
Much  to  instruct  the  heart  I  view. 

Thou  shew'st  how  real  Worth  should  hide 

Itself  from  public  gaze, 
And  never  walk  with  upstart  pride 

In  earth's  frequented  ways; 
But  lowly  in  its  station  live. 
And  incense  to  its  Maker  give ! 

Such  oflF'rings  waft  their  odour  high, 

And  fame  attain  in  heav'n. 
Memorials  to  th'  all-seeing  eye 

Of  love  from  man  forgiv'n. 
So  may  we  ever  seek  the  skies. 
In  strength  Humility  supplies ! 

k  This  poem  has  been  inserted  in  the  "  Temple  Offerings,"  a  book 
edited  by  the  Rev.  Joshua  Fawcett  of  Low  Moor,  near  Bradford,  and 
sold  to  assist  in  liquidating  a  debt  incurred  in  the  repairing  and  en- 
larging  his  Church. 


43 


XII. 

The  Passing-bell,  which  to  the  ear  of  Mirth 

Unsanctified  sounds  drear,  to  faithful  souls. 

With  Wisdom's  solemn  warnings,  doth  convey 

Peace's  welcome  voice.     The  memory  of  friends 

Departed  this  life  in  the  Saviour's  love, 

Their  resurrection  and  their  endless  bUss, 

Are  with  it  blent;  victorious  no  more 

The  grave  appears,  but  like  a  treasure-house 

The  bodies  of  God's  saints  design'd  to  keep 

A  Uttle  space  till  summon'd  to  come  forth 

By  the  Redeemer,  they  outshine  on  high 

The  stars  in  beauty.     Oh  !  on  me  and  mine 

Be  Truth's  life-giving  lessons  so  impress'd 

That  soothing,  while  it  warns,  may  sound  the  Passing-bell. 
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XIII. 

Ci)e  3£lefuge. 

To  think  of  all  thy  goodness.  Lord, 
And  how  unthankful  we  have  been, 

Provoking  thine  avenging  sword. 

From  thee  our  souls  themselves  bid  screen. 

But  whither  may  thy  creatures  fly. 
To  what  dark  cave  or  lonely  glen  ? 

Where  unregarded  may  they  he 

Remov'd  from  thine  all-searching  ken  ? 

Not  earth,  nor  sea,  nor  hell's  dark  bound 

Afford  for  sin  a  hiding  place— 
Where'er  he  lurks  the  sinner's  found, 

Unveil'd  before  thine  awful  face. 

Let  yews  their  darkest  umbrage  weave. 
And  quite  exclude  the  hght  of  day. 

Let  hills  their  cloud-capt  summits  heave 
To  scare  intruding  feet  away  ! 


THE    KEFUGE.  45 

Yet  there  where  mortal  foot  ne'er  trod 

Nor  human  voice  was  ever  heard. 
Thy  dread  omnipotence,  O  God, 

The  sohtary  depths  hath  stirr'd. 

Hath  stirr'd  till  not  a  leaf  or  flower. 

But  yields  to  thee  its  homage  due : 
How  then  shall  man  escape  thy  power. 

Or  prosper  if  at  heart  untrue  ? 

The  shadow  of  thy  shelt'ring  wings  i 

Out-stretch'd  in  love  for  Jesus'  sake. 
Alone  salvation  with  it  brings — 

It,  fearful  souls,  your  refuge  make. 

So  sprinkled  with  atoning  blood 

And  cleans'd  through  grace  from  thoughts  of  ill. 
Ye  shall  confess  your  Maker  good, 

And  gladly  haste  to  do  His  will. 


1  Psalm  xci.  4. 
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XIV, 

Of  the  with  Psalm. 


Ye  nations  from  the  power  of  hell 
Redeem'd,  extol  the  Lord  ! 

All  people,  wheresoe'er  ye  dwell. 
Praise  Him  with  one  accord  ! 


For  His  compassions  never  end, 

But  day  by  day  increase. 
His  truth,  the  contrite  sinner's  friend. 

To  triumph  shall  not  cease. 
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XV. 


CI)oug;fjt£i  in  Vet^t, 

Suggested  by  Lord  Byron's  Poem  commencing 

"  There's  not  a  joy  the  world  can  give  like  that  it  takes  away. 
When  the  glow  of  early  thought,"  &c. 

There  is  a  pleasure  heav'n-begot  which  shall  this 
earth  outhve. 

Unto  the  pure  in  heart  alone  the  Saviour  it  doth 
give; 

It  wanes  not  with  declining  youth  but  ever  doth  in- 
crease. 

Instead  of  transient  joys  below  imparting  constant 
peace. 

As  marsh-born  fires  beheld  at  night  the  traveUer 
beguile, 

So  lures  but  to  destroy  the  soul  the  world's  deceit- 
ful smile. 

He  who  the  cup  Circean  drinks  of  vice  shall  thirst 
again. 

And  find  the  draught  he  quaffs  in  glee  shaU  bring 
forth  endless  pain. 
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But  they  who  from  Siloa's  brook  which  flows  by 
Zion's  hill. 

The  fever'd  pulse  of  Passion  seek  in  gelid  streams 
to  still, 

Shall  find  their  hope  like  well-fed  lamps  emit  in- 
creasing light, 

As  years  advance  and  Faith  reveals  th'  eternal  towers 
in  sight. 

"The  glow  of  early  thought"  allied  to  Sin's  de- 
structive power. 

Bequeaths  a  sad  memorial  for  Life's  departing 
hour; 

'Tis  like  the  pois'nous  fruit  in  woods  which  heed- 
less children  spy, 

And  pleas'd  with  the  appearance  fair,  pluck  off, 
consume,  and  die. 

O  could  rehgion's  power  be  felt  as  'tis  design'd  to 

be. 
And  Christ  be  serv'd  with  faithful  hearts  in  deep 

humility, 
Their  native  land  to  sea-toss'd  men  would  not  more 

welcome  seem. 
Than  we  the  speedy  ebb  of  life  and  heav'n's  approach 

should  deem. 
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XVI. 


Of  the  I25fh  Psahn. 

As  Zion,  bless'd  by  God,  unmov'd 

Amidst  the  world's  commotion  stands— 

So  like  that  holy  mount  belov'd 

Shall  prosper  faithful  hearts  and  hands. 

The  hills  Jerusalem  enclose, 

Embosom'd  in  their  circuit  fair — 

Even  thus  the  Lord  encircles  those 
Who  love  Him,  with  his  constant  care. 

For  He  his  children  will  not  let 
Abide  beneath  the  sinners'  rod, 

Lest  they  his  promises  forget, 
And  seek  the  path  by  scorners  trod. 

Do  good,  O  Lord,  to  those  who  seek 
Thee  wholly  in  their  lives  to  serve! 

Thy  constant  vigil  o'er  them  keep — 
In  danger's  hour  their  spirits  nerve. 

Inconstant  souls  shall  number'd  be 
With  those  who  openly  rebel — 

But  peace  through  all  eternity 

In  faithful  Israel's  tents  shall  dwell. 
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XVII. 
Co  a  Havfe 

S'mglng  on  an  Easter  morning. 

Mount  up,  O  Lark,  on  freedom's  wing. 
And  morning's  dewdrops  from  thee  shake  ; 

Bid  all  the  choristers  of  Spring 
Unite  the  drowsy  world  to  wake  ; 

And  on  man's  ear  their  Easter  warbling  pour. 

Till  he  for  shame  his  ris'n  Lord  adore. 

Oft  have  I  thought  your  cheerful  lay 
Was  set  too  high  for  scenes  on  earth. 

And  heav'nward  soar'd  in  haste  away. 
As  conscious  whence  it  ow'd  its  birth; 

Seeking  around  Jehovah's  throne 

For  songs  of  gladness  like  its  own. 

O  faithless  thought !  forgotten  quite 
The  beams  that  stream'd  from  Jesus'  tomb 

When  up  to  heav'n  He  took  his  flight. 
The  last  great  enemy  o'ercome  ! 

Can  birds  with  song  salute  the  rising  day 

Like  this — "Come  see  where  the  Redeemer  lay.""^ 

ni  Compare  St.  Matthew  xxviii.  C.  with  St.  Luke  xxiv.  4, 5. 
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'Twas  fram'd  by  angels— in  the  heart 

Of  faithful  Love  a  place  it  found  : 
The  Church  soon  duly  learn'd  her  part, 

To  spread  abroad  the  joyful  sound. 
"  Bid,  Lord,  thy  servant  in  her  hope  rejoice. 
And  never  strange  on  earth  shall  sound  Lark's 
matin  voice." 

Easter  Tuesday,  1841. 
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XVIII. 
Clje  ^eatl»  'Forage. 

An  allegory  v^ritten  at  the  conchmon  of  the  year 

Twelve  months  are  pass'd  since  on  the  sea 

I  launch'd  my  Httle  bark. 
From  fearful  apprehension  free. 

Although  the  sky  was  dark ; 
The  winds  incessantly  did  roar. 
And  waves  lash'd  high  upon  the  shore. 

"  What  led  thee,  pray,  Sir  Voy'ger,  say, 
"  When  stoutest  hearts  might  fail, 

"  Across  the  ocean's  storm-girt  way, 
"  To  steer  thy  fragile  sail  ? " 

'Tis  thus  methinks  myself  address'd 

By  one  who  long  has  courted  rest. 

Not  mine.  Inquirer,  was  the  choice. 

To  trust  the  fickle  wave  ; 
But  He,  whose  all-commanding  voice 

My  earthly  being  gave, 
Enjoin'd  me  far  to  banish  fear. 
And  speed  my  course,  for  He  was  near. 
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Yes,  He  was  near ;  I  found  Him  so 

When  Hope  was  well  nigh  dead ; 
Wlien  aU  look'd  black  above,  below, 

He  rais'd  my  drooping  head. 
And  bade  me  lift  in  faith  mine  eye. 
And  view  the  firmament  on  high. 

I  heard  His  voice,  when  lo !  afar 

Above  obscurest  night. 
And  fiercest  elemental  war, 

Appear'd  a  wondrous  light : 
The  star  of  Bethlehem  its  name. 
The  brightest  in  the  heav'nly  frame. 

Upon  the  deep  its  friendly  gleam 

A  soft'ning  influence  threw — 
The  raging  billows  straight  did  seem 

All  tranquil  to  my  view ; 
Their  white  and  ever-foaming  crest 
An  aspect  wore  inviting  rest. 

Such  proof  of  the  Almighty's  love. 

The  beams  which  lit  them  gave. 
That  all  my  thoughts  were  fix'd  above. 

And  I  could  all  things  brave ; 
I  bade  adieu  to  wild  Despair, 
Convinc'd  that  God  was  ev'rywhere. 
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My  yearly  voyage  thus  safely  pass'd. 

Instruction  hath  convey'd. 
How  I  should  seek  while  life  does  last, 

The  Saviour's  constant  aid. 
One  star  henceforth  my  bark  shall  guide. 
While  saihng  on  the  waters  wide. 

That  star  which  o'er  Life's  changeful  tide 

Its  peaceful  lustre  threw. 
When  ev'ry  other  light  beside 

Its  treach'rous  flame  withdrew. 
Oh !  may  it  hourly  guide  my  way 
From  earth  to  realms  of  endless  day. 
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XIX. 
3Parap]^rage 

Of  the  126th  Psalm. 

When  Zion's  bondage  loos'd  the  Lord, 
We  were  like  them  who  dream, 

Om*  mouth  was  then  with  laughter  stor'd. 
Our  tongue  with  songs  did  teem. 

For  them,  the  heathen  straight  did  cry 
The  Lord  great  things  hath  done — 

Yea — He  for  us,  was  our  reply. 
Hath  our  glad  freedom  won. 

As  southern  streams  the  desert  cheer. 

Our  state,  O  Lord,  revive  ! 
Who  frequent  sow  the  contrite  tear. 

Shall  reap  in  joy  and  live. 

He  now  that  beareth  precious  seed, 

A  weeping  pilgrim  here. 
His  course  afresh  shall  gladly  speed. 

And  with  his  sheaves  appear. 
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From  thoughts  of  folly,  wrath  and  pride. 
That  seek  their  parentage  to  hide. 
By  falsely  joining  Virtue's  side, 
Jesu,  preserve  us  free  ! 

From  envy  of  another's  praise. 
From  all  self-seeking  arts  and  ways ; 
When  Duty  calls,  from  cold  delays, 
Jesu,  preserve  us  free ! 

From  fear  of  man  which  brings  a  snare. 
From  wand'ring  thoughts  at  times  of  prayer, 
From  soul-destroying  worldly  care, 
Jesu,  preserve  us  free ! 

From  icy  heart  and  niggard  hand. 
That  could  affliction's  cry  ^vithstand, 
From  ev'ry  breach  of  thy  command, 
Jesu,  preserve  us  free ! 

From  hiding  from  mankind  the  love 
Which  brought  thee  from  the  courts  above. 
The  curse  from  sinners  to  remove, 
Jesu,  preserve  us  free  ! 
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XXI. 


"  Do  good  in  thy  good  pleasure  unto  Zion  :  build  thou  the  walls 
of  Jerusalem. 

"Then  shaltthou  be  pleased  with  the  sacrifices  of  righteousness, 
with  burnt-offering  and  whole  burnt.offering  ;  then  shall  they  offer 
bullocks  upon  thine  altar." 

Ps.iLM  li.  18,  19. 


Hear,  Lord,  in  mercy  Zion's  cry  ; 
Her  children  bless  and  multiply  ! 
Jerusalem  in  love  restore. 
Thy  chosen  dwelling-place  of  yore, 
And  may  her  walls,  built  up  by  thee. 
Abide  in  calm  security  ! 

So  in  these  last  and  gospel  days. 
Our  heart-felt  sacrifice  of  praise 
With  greater  pleasure  thou  shalt  view. 
Than  bullocks  Jewish  priest  e'er  slew ; 
Mindful  of  him  who  erst  was  slain. 
Our  souls'  redemption  to  obtain. 
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APPENDIX. 


"  The  Waters  of  the  Greta." 

The  Author  is  gratified  in  liaving  his  own  opinion,  formed  at 
first  sight,  as  to  the  beauty  of  these  waters,  confirmed  by  the 
high  authority  of  the  Poet  Laureat.  "  Our  Greta,"  says 
Dr.  Soutliey,  (contrasting  it  with  the  river  of  the  same  name 
in  Yorkshire,)  "  is  of  a  different  character  and  less  Icnown ; 
no  poet  has  brought  it  into  notice,  and  the  greater  number  of 
tourists  seldom  allow  themselves  time  for  seeing  anything 
out  of  the  beaten  track ;  yet  the  scenery  upon  this  river, 
where  it  passes  under  the  woody  side  of  Latrig,  is  of  the  finest 
and  most  rememberable  kind  : 

" Ambiguo  lapsu  refluitque  fluitque 


Occurrensque  sibi  venturas  aspicit  undas." 

There  is  no  English  stream  to  which  this  truly  Ovidian  de- 
scription can  be  more  properly  applied." — See  Soutiiey's 
Sir  Thomas  More,  2nd  iioLpp.  151  and  152. 


APPENDIX.  59 

B. 

"  The  Cowthorpe  Oak." 

This  tree  is  one  of  the  oldest,  perhaps  the  oldest,  of  its 
tribe  in  England.  It  stands  by  itself,  in  a  field  adjoining  the 
village  of  Cowthorpe,  in  Yorkshire,  from  which  it  derives  its 
name.  It  is  seventy-eight  feet  in  circumference  at  the 
ground. 


THE 


PENITENT'S    CAVE, 


&c. 


^u6lisl)et(  A.  D.  1839. 


'  Sing  unto  the  Lord,  O  ye  saints  of  his,  and  give  thanks  at  the 
remembrance  of  his  holiness.  For  his  anger  endureth  but  a 
moment;  in  his  favour  is  life:  weeping  may  endure  for  a  night, 
but  joy  coraeth  in  the  morning."— Psalm  xxx.  4,  5. 


I 


[ORIGINAL  PREFACE.] 

With  respect  to  the  Poems  contained  in  the  present 
little  volume,  the  author  hegs  to  state,  that  they  have 
been  composed  at  different  periods  since  Christmas 
last,  according  as  passing  events  suggested  them  to  his 
thoughts.  Hence  the  subjects  of  which  they  treaty  like 
the  course  of  the  year  itself,  will  be  found  of  a  che- 
quered character ;  reminding  us  that  we  live  in  a  world 
of  change,  and  that  here  is  not  the  place  of  our  rest. 

If  any  of  the  compositions  included  in  the  follow- 
ing pages  shall,  through  the  Divine  blessing,  be  the 
means  of  raising  the  reader's  mind  to  Him  who  changes 
not,  but  whose  mercy  endureth  for  ever,  the  author 
will  thankfully  acknowledge  that  he  has  attained  what 
Scripture  directs  us  to  as  the  highest  legitimate  reward 
of  human  ambition,  the  promotion  of  the  glory  of  God 
our  Saviour. 


Nov.  6.  1838. 


POEMS. 


XXII. 
€i)e  3Pemtent'i  Ca&r. 

Say,  where  n  shall  Conscience  plead 
Her  cause  within  man's  breast  ? 

Not  on  the  sunny  mead, 
Where  all  invites  to  rest ; 

Not  on  the  mountain's  cloud-topp'd  height. 

Where  feels  the  soul  sublime  delight. 


n  The  reader  will  at  once  perceive  that  the  sole  object  of  the 
author  in  this  poem  is  to  associate  the  feelings  which  give  rise  to 
repentance  with  objects  in  the  natural  world  which  he  considers 
typical  of  them. 


QQ  THE    penitent's    CAVE. 

Tlaou  who  thyself  would'st  know, 

Seek  out  some  lonely  cave. 
Where  thou  may'st  hear  the  flow 

Of  ocean's  gloomy  wave ; 
'Twill  fit  thy  soul  for  musings  deep, 
And  help  thee  for  thy  sins  to  weep. 

The  shrieking  sea-fowl's  cry. 
The  billow's  ceaseless  moan. 

The  wind  that  whistles  by, 
"While  thou  art  all  alone. 

Will  sound  like  an  alarum-bell. 

To  warn  thee  from  the  path  of  hell. 

Not  there  the  world's  wild  glare 

Will  make  what  's  wrong  seem  right. 

Nor  sin  her  mantle  wear 
Before  thy  temper'd  sight : 

The  thoughts  of  long-past  deeds  will  rise, 

Stript  of  self-pleasing  flatt'ry's  guise. 

In  that  dark  hour  of  dread 

And  spirit's  agony. 
Think  how  Christ's  blood  was  shed 

To  heal  the  misery  , 

Justly  entail'd  on  Adam's  race. 
And  quickly  seek  the  Saviour's  grace. 


THE    PENITENT  S    CAVE. 

Remov'd  thy  load  of  sin, 

Thy  soul  releas'd  from  care. 
All  nature  will  begin 

To  beam  serenely  fair  ; 
Old  ocean's  face  will  wear  a  smile, 
And  hoary  rocks  look  glad  the  while. 

Then  leave  thine  hallowed  cell, 

Hallowed  to  thee  by  prayer ; 
But  be  remember'd  well 

The  lesson  taught  thee  there, 
Ever,  amidst  life's  fitful  scene, 
Think  on  the  cave  where  thou  hast  been. 
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XXIII. 

Written  by  the  Sea-side. 


Now  lashing  high,  now  sinking  low. 
Thy  waves,  mysterious  ocean!  flow; 
While,  day  and  night,  they  chant  His  praise 
Wlio  walks  unseen  thy  trackless  ways. 

At  times  thine  angry  breast  doth  swell. 
As  if  it  were  the  type  of  hell ; 
Whole  na\aes  sink  beneath  thy  tide. 
Thy  wrath  unable  to  abide  : 

Now,  mirror'd  in  thy  waters  blue, 
ITie  spangled  heav'n  appears  in  view ; 
In  heav'n  ourselves  we  almost  deem. 
So  peaceful  does  thy  bosom  seem. 
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But  oh !  he  trusts  a  fickle  friend, 
Whose  friendship  soon  will  have  an  end. 
Who  fearless  yields  himself  to  thee. 
Thou  ever-changing,  restless  sea  ! 

Thy  rest,  my  soul,  seek  thou  above. 
Where  flows  the  ocean  of  God's  love ; 
In  whose  still  waters  thou  may'st  trace 
Thy  reconciled  Creator's  face  ! 

Launch'd  on  that  sea  of  heavenly  rest. 
No  ills  the  faithful  bark  molest ; 
Secure  beneath  God's  watchful  eye. 
It  sails  through  all  eternity. 
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XXIV. 


%imi 


Written  during  some  Sunny  Bays  in  March.  1838, 
ivhicli  induced  the  Author  to  believe  that  the  Wintry 
Weather  for  the  Year  ivas  over. 

The  gloomy  winter  's  pass'd  away. 
And  nature's  face  again  looks  gay ; 
Their  course  the  birds  now  blithely  wing, 
Prepare  to  build  their  nests  and  sing  ; 
All  joyful  seems  old  parent  earth, 
To  yield  her  offspring's  yearly  birth  ; 
Warm'd  by  the  sun's  congenial  beams, 
On  ev'ry  side  with  life  she  teems  : 
Things  view'd  before  ^vith  heedless  eye, 
"With  new-felt  pleasure  we  descry ; 
And  what  was  wont  to  please  before, 
We  learn  to  love  and  value  more. 
Nor  house  nor  garden  seem  the  same. 
Since  spring  to  cheer  our  spirits  came ; 
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Such  strange  enchantment  o'er  us  throws 
Release  from  killing  frosts  and  snows. 

With  thankful  heart  I  view  the  scene. 
So  chang'd  from  what  it  late  has  been ; 
And  thus  my  feelings  to  express, 
Which  I  no  longer  can  repress. 
Attempt,  in  rambling  rhyme,  to  tell 
The  things  which  o'er  me  cast  their  spell. 
While  seated  in  my  study  chair, 
I  view  from  thence  the  prospect  fair. 

Beneath  a  plane-tree  °  you  may  see, 
O'erspread  with  ivy  gracefully — 
A  tree,  o'er  whose  obnoxious  head 
Full  many  a  wintry  blast  has  sped — 
The  snow-drop  P  and  the  aconite 
In  pleasing  harmony  unite ; 
While  shrubs  of  various  sort  and  form 
Keep  all  around  them  snug  and  warm. 
In  which  the  thrush  and  blackbird  find 
A  shelter  from  the  stormy  wind, 
And  oft  from  morn  to  night  prolong 
The  cheering  echoes  of  their  song. 


o  The  author  has  here  taken  the  liberty  of  calling  the  sycamore 
by  its  vulgar  name — "the  plane." 

p  These  flowers  did  not  make  their  appearance  in  the  author's 
garden  in  1838  before  March. 
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Now  many  a  swelling  bud  foretells 
What  beauty  pent  within  it  dwells. 
Which  soon  shall  glad  our  wond'ring  eyes, 
When  summer  friendly  warmth  supplies. 

Beyond  my  shrubbery  descends 

The  ground  and  in  a  vale  extends,. 

O'er  many  a  mile  a  district  wide, 

Where  oft  I  love  to  take  a  ride. 

And  view  from  thence  no  sight  so  sweet 

As  my  own  garden's  snug  retreat. 

The  church  contiguous  seems  to  throw 

A  hallowed  shade  o'er  all  below. 

Placed,  like  a  city  on  a  hill,i 

A  refuge  from  each  threat'ning  ill ; 

To  Heav'n  its  moss-encircled  spire 

Directs  the  wand'rings  of  desire. 

There,  be  the  season  what  it  may. 

It  points  our  course  from  day  to  day ; 

Alike,  midst  bright  or  cloudy  skies. 

Bidding  the  voice  of  praise  arise. 

My  soul,  the  pleasing  lesson  learn  ! 
Let  vernal  warmth  within  thee  burn, 
And  testify  to  God  above 
That  not  in  vain  man  feels  his  love. 

•J  The  church  here  alkided  to  stands  in  a  very  elevated  situation. 


SUNNY    DATS    IN    MARCH.  73 

Nor  e'en,  when  days  again  are  cold, 
Let  gratitude  to  Heav'n  wax  old ; 
But,  be  it  winter,  summer,  spring. 
Or  fruit-crown'd  autumn,  praises  sing ; 
Praise  Him  who  rules  the  course  of  time, 
And  blessings  pours  on  every  chme. 
Thus  shalt  thou  best  thyself  prepare 
To  dwell  in  heav'nly  regions  fair. 
O'er  which  no  scowhng  tempests  low'r 
To  mar  the  fair  expanding  flow'r. 
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XXV. 

%intS 

On  the  Author's  hearing,  as  he  believed,  the  saine 
Blachblrd  singing,  in  the  Spring  o/1838,  which  he 
had  heard  twelve  months  before. 

Since  last,  sv/eet  bird,  thy  soothing  strain 
With  vernal  softness  charm'd  my  ear. 

Stem  winter's  long  and  dreary  reign 
Has  heap'd  destruction  far  and  near. 

How  many  warblers  of  the  grove 

Like  frost-strewn  leaves  all  lifeless  lie, 

Who  last  year  tun'd  their  lay  of  love 
In  notes  of  peerless  harmony  ! 

But  you  and  I  remain  to  sing 

Our  great  Preserver's  praise  below, 

To  hail  Him  in  the  breath  of  spring. 
And  in  the  flowers  that  round  us  blow. 


THE    BLACKBIRD.  ' 

Let  faithless  hearts  no  music  raise, 

All  cold  and  ice-bound,  like  the  north ; 

But  we  will  bid  our  thankful  lays 

As  mountain-streams  flow  freely  forth. 

Be  thou  my  teacher  !  in  thy  song 
Such  tender  feelings  are  express'd 

As  unto  ransom'd  sovils  belong. 

By  sinful  thoughts  no  more  oppress'd. 

Thy  notes  are  pure  de\'otion's  own. 
Bidding  us  neither  doubt  nor  fear. 

But  stay  our  hearts  on  God  alone. 
Whose  goodness  rules  the  passing  year. 

Long  may'st  thou  dwell  in  neighbouring  wood, 
Unharm'd  by  winter's  frost  and  snow. 

And  teach  each  spring  thy  callow  brood 
In  song  Jehovah's  praise  to  shew. 

And  not  by  those  who  list  around 

Unheeded  be  thy  thrilling  lay. 
But  may  the  soul-inspiring  sound 

Direct  to  springs  which  ne'er  decay  ! 

Direct  us  where  no  chilUng  blast 

Destroys  the  ever-blooming  flowers,— 

Where  songs  of  praise  for  ever  last, 
Uncheck'd  by  winter's  gloomy  hours. 
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XXVI. 

Of  the  Collect  appointed  for  use  on  the  day  on  which 
is  commemorated  the  Presentation  of  Christ  in  the 
Temple,  commonly  called  the  Purification  of  Saint 
Mary  the  Virgin. 

Almighty  God  !  as  on  this  day 
Thine  only  Son  was  borne  his  way, 

Beneath  thy  temple's  roof; 
And  there,  incarnate  to  thine  eyes. 
Was  ofFer'd, — meetest  sacrifice 

On  which  priest's  eyes  might  look, — 

So  when  in  pray'r  we  bend  the  knee. 
Through  Him,  from  sinful  passions  free. 

May  we  to  thee  draw  near : 
And,  O !  at  last,  by  Jesus'  blood 
With  hearts  besprinkled  and  made  good. 

May  we  in  heav'n  appear. 
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XXVII. 

Co  a  ^tar, 

Which  shone  beautifully  over  a  Village  Church. 

Hail,  fairest  star  of  night, 

Who  o'er  yon  house  of  prayer 
Dost  shed  thy  silver  hght, 

As  if  some  spirit  there 
Did  caU  from  heav'n  thy  kindred  love. 
To  guide  it  to  the  realms  above. 

Lead  us  to  Jacob's  Star,^ 

Which  Balaam  saw  entranced, 

High  in  God's  holy  war, 
O'er  helhsh  foes  advanced ; 

While  Israel,  no  more  oppress'd. 

At  length  enjoy'd  her  promis'd  rest. 

r  Numbers  xxiv.  17. 
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E'en  now  thou  point'st  the  way. 
Where  o'er  the  church  the  while 

'JThou  bidd'st  thy  gentle  ray 
Benignantly  to  smile : 

Yes  !  there  may  we  to  heav'n  aspire — 

There  feel  within  the  Spirit's  fire. 

Direct  us  from  the  light 
By  wand'ring  meteors  given. 

Which  leads  to  blackest  night. 
Ne'er  cheer'd  by  ray  from  heaven ; 

Shine  ever  o'er  the  holy  place 

Where  saints  have  felt  the  Saviour's  grace. 

So,  when  this  world  is  o'er. 
With  thee  we'll  shine  on  high, 

And  thankfully  adore 
The  Ruler  of  the  sky : 

To  Him  and  to  his  Son  we'll  raise 

The  everlasting  song  of  praise. 
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XXVIII. 

Addressed  to  a  Cornelian-Finder.^ 

"  Quid  purfe  tranquillet." — Hor. 

'  The  discovery  of  the  sort  of  employment  which  produces  virtuous 

serenity  of  mind." 

Yes  ;  o'er  the  pebbly  beach  thy  way 

Direct  with  curious  eye, 
Thou  who  dost  spend  the  live-long  day 

Where  bright  cornehans  lie. 

May  ocean's  waves  each  coming  tide 

Thy  wish'd-for  treasure  pour. 
And  caves  which  deepest  waters  hide 

For  thee  yield  up  their  store. 

I  love  thine  innocent  employ — 
It  soothes  the  care-worn  soul ; 

I  loved  it  when  I  was  a  boy. 
Free  from  the  world's  control. 

5  This  and  the  following  poem  were  composed  by  the  sea-side. 
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It  does  not,  like  the  thirst  for  gold. 
Withdraw  the  heart  from  God, 

But  fits  it  by  its  tranquil  hold 
To  mark  the  heav'n-ward  road ! 

It  fits  the  inward  man  for  thought. 

But  does  not  tear  the  mind 
Which  owns  its  power,  like  ocean  caught 

By  some  soft-passing  wind. 

Go,  then,  along  the  winding  shore. 

And  while,  with  downcast  eye. 
The  pebbly  strand  thou  dost  explore. 

Thy  soul  raise  up  on  high. 

Tliine  occupation  will  convey 

Instruction  meet  to  thee. 
How  thou  should'st  strive  by  night  and  day 

Christ's  precious  pearl  *  to  see. 

Which  found,  what  erst  thou  most  didst  prize 

Will  seem  to  be  but  dross ; 
And  all  earth's  riches  in  thine  eyes 

Accounted  be  but  loss. 

t  Matthew  xiii.  46. 
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On  behalf  of  those  at  Sea. 

Thou  of  the  sleepless  eye, 
When  adverse  winds  are  high, 

Look  o'er  the  sea ; 
Hear  the  poor  sailor's  cry, — 
Let  his  heart-rending  sigh 

Find  rest  in  thee. 

Let  not  the  gloomy  wave 
Prove  his  untimely  grave, — 

Banish  his  fear : 
When  angry  hillows  rave. 
Thou  who  alone  canst  save. 

In  love  appear. 


S2  A   PEAYEK    FOR   THOSE    AT    SEA. 

In  the  dread  tempest's  hour. 
Be  thou  the  pilot's  tow'r, 

His  course  control ; 
Shield  him  from  Satan's  pow'r. 
All  hellish  clouds  that  low'r 

Chase  from  his  soul. 

So,  when  the  storm  is  o'er. 
Safe  on  his  native  shore. 

Thee  will  he  praise ; 
And  vow,  for  evermore, 
Through  Christ,  that  he'll  adore 

Jehovah's  ways. 
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Of  the  Eighth  Psalm, 

O  Lord,  our  sovereign  Lord,  how  great 
Throughout  the  world  thy  name  is  found ! 

Thou  who  dost  fix  thy  glorious  seat 
Above  the  heaven's  highest  bound. 

The  mouths  of  babes  and  sucklings  quell. 
Through  thee,  the  anger  of  thy  foes ; 

Thy  might  o'er  banded  foes  of  hell 
The  infant's  earliest  lisping  shews. 

Thy  greatness  to  declare,  I'll  view 
The  sun,  and  moon,  and  stars  above ; 

What's  man,  that  he  for  ever  new 
Should  reap  the  blessings  of  thy  love  ? 
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O,  what's  the  son  of  man,  that  he 
Should  next  to  angels  feel  thy  care  ? 

Placed  low  on  earth,  that  he  with  thee 
For  ever  may  thy  glory  share ! 

All  things  thou  mak'st  his  rule  obey ; 

The  sheep  and  oxen  own  him  lord; 
The  air  and  ocean,  day  by  day. 

Their  tributary  gifts  afford. 

O  Lord,  our  sovereign  Lord  and  King, 
How  excellent  in  love  art  ITiou  1 

To  thee  let  all  their  off'rings  bring. 
And  low  in  supphcation  bow. 
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XXXI. 
Ci)c  J9ai:ke£it  ?|our  on  3£arti), 

And  the  way  of  relief  from  its  influence.'^ 

What  is  the  darkest  hour  on  earth  ? 

The  hour  when  sin  and  trouble  meet ; 
When  vanish'd  far  ungodly  mirth. 

No  cheering  sounds  the  sinner  greet : 

When  sorrow's  blackness  scares  the  mind. 
Like  some  foreboding  thunder-cloud. 

Which  steers  its  course  against  the  wind. 
And  fiUs  with  awe  the  city's  crowd. 

Oh  !  slowly  pass  the  moments  then  ! 

All  big  with  fury  seem  the  skies ; 
May  hope  ne'er  reach  the  soul  again, 

And  bid  the  prostrate  mourner  rise  ? 

u  This  poem  was  composed  in  order  to  illustrate  the  application 
of  verses  14  and  15  of  the  50th  Psalm. 
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Still  does  the  God  of  mercy  wait. 
Repentance  long  delay'd  to  see ; 

Hasten,  O  sinner,  ere  too  late. 
Through  Christ  thy  guilty  soul  to  free! 

Beseech  the  Spirit  to  descend. 

And  sanctify  affliction's  flood ; 
To  help  thee  all  thy  griefs  to  blend 

With  hopes  of  peace,  through  Jesus'  blood. 

'Tis  thus  Jehovah  speaks  to  thee — 
"  Thy  long-forgotten  vows  perform ; 

In  tribulation  call  on  me. 

And  I'll  allay  the  raging  storm."  ^ 

Be  deaf  to  ev'ry  other  voice 

Save  that  which  comes  from  mercy's  throne 
And  soon  in  trouble  thou'lt  rejoice. 

And  good  thy  Father's  chast'ning  own. 

Thus  unto  joys  which  ne'er  decay 
Shall  worldly  son-ows  yield  at  last : 

"VMien  Christ  has  ta'en  man's  guilt  away. 
The  darkest  hour  on  earth  is  pass'd. 

X  Psalm  1.  14,  15. 
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Of  the  Eleventh  Psalm. 

The  Lord's  my  confidence  and  stay; 

Why  is  it  that  ye  cry, 
"  Speed,  like  a  frighten'd  bird,  thy  way, 
Unto  yon  mountain  high : 

For  sinners  bend  their  bow 
To  lay  the  righteous  low. 
Against  the  pure  in  heart 
They  point  their  fiery  dart ; 
The  old  foundations  quake. 
And  doom'd  to  ruin  shake ; 
Truth  in  the  earth  doth  fail : 
How,  then,  shall  faith  avail 
To  stem  the  downward  course 
Of  all  things  growing  worse  ?" 


THE    ELEVENTH    PSALM. 

God  's  in  his  holy  temple  still ; 
In  heav'n  his  throne  shall  last ; 

His  eyelids  try  both  good  and  ill ; 
O'er  all  his  eyes  are  cast. 
The  godly  he  approves ; 
Sinners  in  wrath  reproves ; 
Brimstone  and  fire  he'll  rain 
On  wicked  men  and  vain ; 
This  shall  their  portion  be 
Through  all  eternity. 
For  righteousness  doth  love 
The  Lord,  who  reigns  above ; 
In  mercy  he  doth  view 
Those  who  are  just  and  true. 
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3Stgf)op  Wilson'^  laeturn, 

From  his  Imprisonment,  at  Castle  Rushen,  to  his 
men  Housed 


Not  with  rude  joy,  like  that  which  greets  the  ear 
When  war's  proud  chieftains  in  their  pomp  appear. 
Rings  Mona'sz  isle;  yet  gladsome  sounds  are  there, 
The  songs  of  triumph  sanctified  by  pray'r. 
Hymns  rais'd  by  old  and  young  to  gracious  Heaven 
For  just  dehv'rance  to  their  pastor  given  : 
But  who  is  he,  the  theme  of  every  tongue. 
Whose  name  resounds  in  joyful  accents  sung  ? 
Mark  well  his  lowly  mien,  his  heaven-train' d  eye, 
Full  of  soft  looks  of  sweetest  charity  ; 
No  empty  thoughts  of  grandeur  fill  his  soul. 
But  all  within  the  Gospel-laws  control. 


y  See  "  Stowell's  Life  of  Bishop  Wilson." 

z  The  ancient  name  of  the  Isle  of  Man  was  "  Mona  Ccesaris." 
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'Tis  Mona's  bishop,  who,  by  harsh  decree, 

Has  felt  the  sorrows  of  captivity ; 

Now  once  again  to  his  lov'd  flock  restor'd, 

Unnumber'd  blessings  on  his  head  are  pour'd. 

To  swell  their  long-tried  shepherd's  well-earn'd  praise. 

How  can  the  flock  too  high  their  voices  raise  ? 

As  if  there  was  e'en  honour  in  his  tread. 
Their  very  garments  in  his  path  are  spread ; 
But  he,  rememb'ring  that  it  thus  was  told. 
The  lowly  Jesus  was  receiv'd  of  old. 
Unworthy  all  esteems  himself  to  be 
Distinguish'd  by  such  marks  of  dignity : 
Renewing  grace,  shed  from  Jehovah's  throne, 
Caus'd  him  to  seek  God's  glory,  spurn  his  own. 

The  more  good  Mona's  bishop  seeks  to  hide 
His  worth,  redoubles  admiration's  tide. 
See !  crowds  of  rustics  lead  the  joyous  way. 
While  some  on  self-form'd  flutes  harmonious  play ;» 
Unskill'd  the  strain,  yet,  flowing  from  the  heart. 
It  yields  a  pleasure  which  shall  ne'er  depart. 
But  dwell  for  ever  deep  in  mem'ry's  shrine. 
And  with  life's  purest  thoughts  itself  entwine. 

The  well-clad  farmer  hastes  to  join  the  throng. 
And  strives  with  grace  to  guide  his  steed  along : 

a  See  Appendix  A. 
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And  now  Kirk  Michael's  bonfire  sheds  its  light. 
To  fill  the  ravish'd  soul  with  fresh  delight. 
And  bid  each  honest  Manx  man's  heart  rejoice, 
Who  loves  to  hear  unchain'd  his  pastor's  voice. 

Such  scenes  as  these  their  hallow'd  brightness  throw 

O'er  days  of  darkness  in  this  world  below ; 

On  earth  rekindle  love's  expiring  flame. 

And  fill  th'  historic  page  with  honour'd  Wilson's  name. 

O  may  that  name  for  ever  guard  secure 
The  office  which  he  held  with  hands  so  pure ; 
And,  like  the  beacon  in  the  stormy  night. 
Direct  our  statesmen  in  their  course  aright !  ^ 


b  These  verses  wore  written  when  the  measure  for  destroying  the 
bishopric  of  Man  was  under  the  consideration  of  Parliament. 
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Of  the  concluding  Portion  of  the  Eighth  Chapter  of 
St.  Paul's  Epistle  to  the  Bomans — "  Who  shall 
separate  us"  Sfc. 

Who  shall  withdraw  the  faithful  soul 
From  Jesus'  love  and  sweet  control  ? 
Shall  tribulation  or  distress, 
Man's  anger,  famine,  nakedness. 
Or  peril,  or  devouring  sword, 
Evils  foretold  in  God's  own  word, — 
As  it  is  %vrit,  "  From  morn  to  night. 
Through  hate  of  Thee,  our  foes  delight 
In  shedding  blood,  and  us  retain 
Like  sheep  appointed  to  be  slain  ? " — 
No ;  more  than  conquerors  we  rise 
O'er  all,  through  Christ  our  sacrifice, 
Whom  love  on  earth  brought  down  to  die, 
To  free  our  souls  from  misery. 


EIGHTH    CHAPTER    OF    ROMANS.  93 

Full  well  I  feel  not  death,  nor  life. 

However  full  of  care  and  strife. 

Nor  angels  fallen  from  the  skies. 

Nor  evil  principalities. 

Nor  powers  which  reign  in  hell's  dark  dome. 

Nor  present  things,  nor  things  to  come. 

Nor  aught  which  fancy  frames  beside. 

Shall  us  from  Jesus'  love  divide, — 

That  love  by  God  the  Father  shewn 

To  those  who  Christ's  dominion  own. 
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Lines  suggested  by  Isaiah,  xiv.  32,  "  What  shall  one 
then  answer  the  messengers  of  the  nation?  That 
the  Lord  hath  foimded  Zlon,  and  the  poor  of  his 
people  shall  trust  in  it.'"^ 


What  answer  to  her  threat'ning  foe 
Shall  Israel  send  in  trouble's  hour  ? 
"  I  fear  thee  not ;  false  scorner,  know. 

In  Zion  God  reveals  his  power ; 
There  quickly  shall  their  refuge  seek 
The  just,  the  humble,  and  the  meek ; 
Those  who  love  virtue  more  than  gold, 
And  who  to  speak  the  truth  in  Jesus'  name  are  bold. 

Scared  by  that  name,  in  haste  depart 
The  false  adorers  of  their  Lord, 


c  The  answer  contained  in  these  words  is  generally  understood  as 
spoken  to  the  messengers  of  a  friendly  nation,  but  the  reply  is  no  less 
suitable  on  the  supposition  of  its  being  addressed  to  Zion's  foes. 
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Who  by  dark  speech  and  wicked  art 
Pervert  the  meaning  of  his  word ; 
Straight  they  conspire  'gainst  Zion's  hill. 
And  onward  move  with  thoughts  of  ill ; 
"  Let  us,"  they  shout,  with  impious  cry, 
"The  Almighty's  chains  shake  off,    and   all  his 
strength  defy." 


Foe  joins  with  foe,  by  hate  allied. 

To  rob  the  Church's  hallow'd  shrine; 
In  mockery  of  Jesus'  bride. 

The  world's  deluded  sons  combine : 
The  covetous,  the  proud,  the  vain. 
And  those  who  pleasure  count  as  gain, — 
Souls  who  on  earth  their  portion  find,d 
To  every  purer  joy  and  better  feeling  blind. 


In  vain  they  rage;^  Jehovah's  might 

Shall  quickly  whelm  their  impious  ire ; 
His  chariots  stand  on  Zion's  height,' 

Their  wheels  immers'd  in  flames  of  fire ; 
Which  as  a  torrent  shall  descend. 
His  faithful  servants  to  befriend ; 
And  in  one  awful  moment  roll. 
To  quench  the  puny  wrath  of  each  presumptuous  soul. 

d  Ps.  xvii.  14.  e  Is.  liv.  15.  f  Is.  Ixvi.  1.5. 
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God's  charioteer,  th'  eternal  Son, 
Shall  soon  in  majesty  appear ; 
When  He  proclaims  His  word,  "'tis  done,"? 

And  prostrate  falls  th'  invader's  spear. 
To  help  the  conqu'ror  on  his  way, 
Dark  night  delays  to  hide  the  day ; 
As  when,  o'er  Gibeon  of  old. 
The  sun  paus'd  in  its  course,  heav'n's  vengeance  to 
behold. 

Shout,ii  then,  ye  faithful  band  and  true. 
Who  dwell  in  Zion's  hallow'd  shade ; 
The  Lord  of  hosts  shall  fight  for  you. 

Who  have  his  Church  your  refuge  made. 
Shout,  shout  for  joy,  prepare  to  sing 
The  lasting  triumphs  of  your  King, 
Who  soon  shall  bid  earth's  discord  cease. 
And  reign  o'er  every  land  the  welcome  Prince  of  Peace. 

i  Rev.  xvi.  17.  1>  Is.  xii.  6. 
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Of  the  Eighty-Seventh  Psalm. 

On  mountains  bless'd  by  God  she  stands. 
The  glory  of  surrounding  lands ; 
More  than  in  Judah's  loftier  heights 
In  Zion  God  himself  delights. 

City  of  God  !  great  things  are  told 
Of  thee,  by  prophets  sung  of  old : 
"  Hear,  all  ye  nations,  God's  decree. 
Proclaiming  Zion's  dignity. 

"  Rahab  and  Babylon  shall  know 
My  saving  might,  to  heal  their  woe. 
When  'mongst  my  people  they  shall  dwell. 
No  more  the  willing  slaves  of  heU. 
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"  The  Philistine  and  Tyrian  band 
Shall  pitch  their  tents  in  Israel's  land ; 
The  Ethiop  hear  salvation's  sound. 
And  haste  to  dwell  on  holy  ground ; 

"  They  all  in  Zion  shall  appear. 
And  tread  my  courts  from  year  to  year ; 
Zion  shall  name  their  native  place^ 
As  soon  as  they  shall  hear  of  grace." 

God's  Son  this  sentence  shall  rehearse 
To  souls  redeem'd  from  Adam's  curse; 
Singers  and  trumpeters  the  same 
In  joyful  harmony  proclaim. 

One  theme  shall  dwell  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
By  ransom'd  nations  widely  sung : 
"  Thee,  Lord,  we  own  our  living  spring. 
To  thee  alone  our  ofF'rings  bring." 
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a  33irt!)^tJa»  ^Petition. 

Ye AKS  pass  away ;  if  unimprov'd 
Their  short-liv'd  circuit  dies, 

All  most  on  earth  by  man  belov'd 
Is  hateful  in  God's  eyes ; 

An  idol  in  the  human  breast. 

Provoking  Heaven's  ire. 
Robbing  the  worshipper  of  rest. 

The  slave  of  vain  desire. 

Teach,  then,  thy  servant.  Lord,  the  art 

Of  living  unto  thee ; 
A  birth- day  gift  to  me  impart. 

The  Gospel's  mystery : ' 

Not  darkly  in  the  letter  hid. 
But  to  the  soul  made  plain. 

Shewing  whatever  thou  dost  bid 
To  be  man's  truest  gain ; 

i  Eph.  iii.  3. 
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Revealing  Jesus'  saving  might. 

Deep  mystery  of  love ! 
Which,  seen  in  part,  God's  perfect  light 

Its  vot'ries  leads  to  prove. 

My  pray'r  obtained,  with  fearless  eye 

I'll  view  time  hasten  on; 
My  soul  wrapt  in  eternity. 

And  heav'nly  treasure  won. 
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€fixiiVs  IBohitv  obtr  0lm'i  ?|cart. 

Man's  heart''  is  hard  as  flinty  stone; 

Do  thou,  O  Christ,  draw  near. 
And  on  it  fix  thy  Spirit's  throne, 

'Twill  love's  soft  impress  bear. 

All  chang'd  the  inward  man  will  seem. 
All  chang'd  the  world  around. 

As  when,  instead  of  some  wild  dream. 
Reality  is  found. 

No  longer  soul-destroying  Pride 
WUl  dim  the  heav'nward  sight ; 

Nor  Pleasure's  gaudy  mantle  hide 
The  Gospel's  tranquil  hght. 

k-  See  Appendix  B. 
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No  longer  will  the  Saviour's  cross 

Be  pass'd  unheeded  by ; 
Nor  what  the  senseless  world  counts  loss 

Draw  tears  from  out  the  eye. 

Each  stroke  of  time  that  breaks  the  chain 
Which  binds  our  spirits  here. 

Will  welcome  be  as  truest  gain,     , 
While  heav'n  itself  shines  clear. 

Come  then,  O  Christ,  and  warm  each  heart 
With  thine  all-quick 'ning  ray ; 

Like  Mary,'  make  us  choose  the  part 
That  never  knows  decay  : 

Like  Mary,  open  thou  our  ears 

To  hearken  to  thy  voice ; 
That,  when  eternity  appears. 

We  may  with  her  rejoice. 

1  St.  Luke  X.  42. 
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Of  the  130th  Psalm. 

Out  of  affliction's  troubled  sea 
I  lift  my  anxious  soul  to  Thee  ; 
O  Lord,  in  dark  adversity 

Thy  servant  spare ; 
Bow  down  thine  ears  attentively 

Unto  my  pray'r. 

If  ev'ry  breach  of  thy  command 

Should  call  from  heav'n  thy  chast'ning  hand, 

O  Lord,  before  thee  who  could  stand. 

And  free  appear  ? 
Thy  mercy 's  countless  as  the  sand. 

Sweet  cause  of  fear."^ 

m  "  Therefore  shalt  thou  be  feared." 
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I  wait  for  God  my  Saviour's  light 
More  eagerly  than  through  the  night 
Men  watch  to  see  the  wish'd-for  sight 

Of  dawning  day : 
Thy  word  is  wholly  my  delight, 

'Tis  all  my  stay. 

The  Lord  thy  hope,  O  Israel,  know ; 
From  him  sweet  mercy's  streams  do  flow ; 
A  full  redemption  he'll  bestow 

On  thy  lov'd  race ; 
And  ease  the  souls  from  ev'ry  woe 

That  seek  his  face. 
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Suggested  by  the  Tenth  Verse  of  the  Twenty-ninth 
Psalm. 

"  The  Lord  sitteth  upon  the  flood  ;  yea,  the  Lord  sitteth  king 
for  ever." 

Darkly  affliction's  swelling  tide 

Sets  in  upon  the  soul ; 
Who  shall  its  whelming  force  abide. 

Or  madd'ning  course  control  ? 

The  soul's  Redeemer  reigns  above. 

He  marks  the  angry  flood. 
And  makes  it,  in  his  tender  love. 

Flow  onward  but  for  good. 

His  rule  the  crested  billows  know. 
He  makes  their  ravings  cease  ; 

The  boist'rous  winds  forbear  to  blow 
When  he  proclaimeth  peace ; 


106  PSALM    XXIX.    10. 

A  gleam  of  tranquil  light  descends 
Upon  the  storm-rack'd  breast ; 

Faith  with,  assurance  all  things  blends. 
And  points  to  heav'nly  rest. 

Rage,  then,  ye  blasts  ;  ye  breakers,  high 
Upheave  your  yeasty  foam  ; 

On  Jacob's  Star  we'U  keep  our  eye. 
And  safely  reach  our  home. 

Fairest  of  lights,  thy  praise  be  sung 

By  aU  who  feel  thy  ray ; 
Be  thy  sweet  influence  o'er  us  flung. 

And  storms  shall  speed  away. 
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Suggested  by  our  Lord's  question,  St.  John,  xx.  15, 
"  Woman,  lohy  iveej^est  thou  ?" 

"  Why  weep'st  thou  ?  wipe  thine  eyes,  and  see. 

The  lost  ones  Uves  again ; 
It  is  the  hour  of  victory. 

Thy  tears  gush  out  in  vain." 

Not  sooner  does  the  sun  revive 

The  flower  clos'd  up  by  night. 
Than  joy  made  Mary's  heart  aUve, 

As  Jesus  met  her  sight. 

'Tis  He !  such  words  of  tender  love 

What  other  tongue  could  speak. 
Save  His  who  left  heav'n's  joys  above. 

To  soothe  the  poor  and  meek  ? 


108  WHY   WEEPEST   THOU? 

"  Why  weepest  thou  ?"  to  each  sad  soul 
Be  the  sweet  question  borne ; 

'Twill  make  the  downcast  spirit  whole, 
By  worldly  trials  torn. 

Ye  mourners,  at  your  Saviour's  feet 
Cast  all  your  burdens  down ; 

And  words  of  joy  your  ears  shall  greet. 
By  you  before  unknown ; 

Words  which  shall  shed  a  cheering  light 

In  trouble's  darkest  hour, 
And  make  affliction's  dreary  night 

Succumb  to  Jesus'  power. 
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XLII. 
?|ar6eut. 

Prolific  Ceres'  golden  store 
On  ev'ry  side  delights  the  eyes ; 

From  vale  to  vale,  from  shore  to  shore. 
Her  lib'ral  hand  man's  wants  supplies. 

The  valleys  laugh,n  the  hills  rejoice. 
All  nature  teems  with  songs  of  glee ; 

Who  shall  interpret  her  glad  voice  ? 
This  work,  O  man,  belongs  to  thee. 

'Tis  thine,  as  nature's  priest,o  to  rear 
Her  altar  meet  in  ev'ry  land. 

And  offer,  each  successive  year. 
Her  sacrifice  with  willing  hand. 


n  Ps.  Ixv.  14. 

o  "  Man  is  the  priest  of  nature,  who  offers  up  the  praises  and 
thanksgivings  of  the  whole  creation  to  God." — Dt.  William  Sherlock. 

H 
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'Tis  thine  her  feehngs  to  declare 
In  loudest  strains  of  thankful  love ; 

For  thee  she  yields  her  ample  fare. 
And  bids  thee  praise  her  God  above. 

But  while  before  Jehovah's  throne. 
Creation  claims  thee  as  her  priest. 

Forget  not  in  her  thanks  thine  own — 
Thanks  for  thy  soul  from  death  releas'd; 

Releas'd  by  Christ,  whose  blood  bids  grow 
A  precious  harvest  to  our  God 

Of  souls  who  seek  through  him  to  know 
Sure  refuge  from  th'  Almighty's  rod. 

Thus,  when  the  Lord  of  all  shall  send 
His  angels  to  collect  his  wheat, 

"  The  harvest  of  the  earth"  shall  end 
In  joy  before  his  mercy-seat. 
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XLIII. 

To  sing  tliy  mercies,  gracious  Lord, 

I  will  my  heart  incline ; 
Let  all  my  powers  with  one  accord 

In  praise  of  thee  combine. 

The  night  and  day  by  turns  declare 
Thy  love  to  man  below ; 

Thou  only  dost  his  daily  fare 
And  nightly  rest  bestow. 

The  star-deck'd  canopy  of  night, 
The  blush  of  dawning  day, 

The  varied  tints  of  mellow'd  light 
That  mark  still  ev'ning  s  way— 
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All,  all  of  Thee,  their  parent,  speak; 

Oh  !  shall  they  speak  in  vain  ? 
Let  man  be  mute,  the  hills  \vill  break 

Out  in  some  glorious  strain. 

Yes !  oft  does  many  a  craggy  steep 

Echo  aloud  thy  fame, 
"When  the  dread  thunder's  accents  deep 

Thy  majesty  proclaim. 

As  thunder  loud,  from  ev'ry  shore 
May  man  extol  thy  ways  ; 

So  loud  may  ocean's  tuneful  roar 
Chant  forth  its  Ruler's  praise. 

So  loud  may  Jesus'  name  be  borne. 

By  heralds  of  his  grace. 
To  ev'ry  tribe  of  man  forlorn. 

In  earth's  remotest  place. 

Then  take  thy  sceptre,  mighty  King, 

And  o'er  us  ever  reign  ; 
While  we  to  thee  pure  oflf'rings  bring, 

Redeem'd  from  sin  and  pain. 
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XLIV. 
Autumn. 

'Tis  Autumn,  and  a  settled  stillness  sways 
The  wide  expanse  of  heav'n  ]  not  now  the  sun. 
As  erst,  emits  its  glare,  but  gently  gilds 
The  forest-leaves,  to  soften  their  decay ; 
Now  Wisdom,  maid  divine,  delights  to  walk 
Far  from  the  crowded  city's  deaf'ning  noise 
Into  some  lonely  vale,  where  the  crisp'd  lapse 
Of  gently  murm'ring  waters  bears  her  voice 
To  those  who  track  her  steps,  and  long  to  learn 
Her  precepts,  of  more  value  than  the  gold 
Barr'd  up  in  misers'  chests.     Inspir'd  by  her. 
The  cushat  and  the  redbreast  tune  their  lay ; 
The  first,  as  if  in  sympathy  with  man 
For  hopes  prov'd  vain,  making  his  griefs  her  own, 
In  deeply-soothing  strain ;  the  lesser  bird 
Calls  us  to  cheerful  faith,  and  bids  us  praise 
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Him  who  e'en  robins  shields  with  fost'ring  hand. 

Midst  winter  drear.     Such  strains  not  vainly  fall 

On  him  who  in  the  house  of  pray'r  delights 

To  humbly  bend  the  knee :  not  strange  they  seem. 

But  as  church  harmony,  by  birds  prolong'd 

In  nature's  temple  ; — that  by  all  be  learn'd 

Who  would  with  Wisdom  walk  the  solemn  path 

Of  varied  Autumn  !  vainly  else  the  leaves 

Are  strewn  beneath  our  feet.     To  me  unfold. 

Eternal  Spirit,  what  thy  word  relates 

Of  Jesus'  death  and  resurrection  bright : 

Then  let  me  view  the  glad  tranquillity 

Of  Autumn's  sun  slow  sinking  in  the  west. 

Presage  of  future  glory.     To  the  grave 

So  many  a  good  man,  as  his  bed,  descends. 

Whose  loss  this  thought  enables  us  to  bear 

With  resignation.     Why  should  we  deplore 

Those  who  set  here  on  earth,  to  rise  in  heav'n  ? 

The  day  is  past ;  the  canopy  of  night 
Is  studded  thick  with  gems,  each  star  the  type 
Of  lasting  beauty,  which  adorns  the  soul 
That  faithfully  has  serv'd  its  Lord  on  earth. 
Oh,  from  the  graves  of  all  by  me  belov'd 
May  such  supernal  glory  ever  rise  ! 
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XLV. 


Suggested  by  Bishop  Jeremy  Taylor,  to  be  meditated 
upon  by  those  loho  are  awake  in  bed  at  night. 

■  Think  on  all  thy  friends  who  are  gone  before  thee,  and  pray  that 
God  would  grant  to  thee  to  meet  them  in  a  joyful  resurrection.  " 
— Taylor's  Holy  Living.p 


At  midnight  hour,  when  all  is  still 
Save  Thought,  which  baffles  human  skill 

To  lull  it  into  rest, 
What  charm  \vith  holy  peace  shall  fill 

The  nightly  watcher's  breast  ? 


p  Bishop  Taylor's  suggestion  cannot  fail  to  recall  to  the  reader': 
mind  the  words  of  Bishop  Ken — 

"  When  in  the  night  I  sleepless  lie. 
My  soul  with  heav'nly  thoughts  supply." 
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Think,  wakeful  soul,  with  love  sincere. 
On  those  who  once  were  pilgrims  here. 

But  now  with  Christ  abide ; 
Beheving  hearts,  to  Jesus  dear. 

Death  cannot  long  divide. 

Pray  that  the  Spirit's  grace  divine 
May  thee  from  earthly  dross  refine. 

That  thou  thy  friends  may'st  meet. 
And  with  eternal  glory  shine 

Before  the  Saviour's  seat. 

Such  thoughts  and  pray'r,  at  midnight  hour 
Possess  a  soul-reviving  pow'r. 

Like  that  by  angels  shed 
On  shepherds  who  first  sought  to  pour 

Their  blessings  on  Christ's  head. 
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XLVL 

Written  on  St.  Luke's  Day. 

'■  The  harvest  truly  is  great,  but  the  labourers  are  few ;  pray  ye  there- 
fore the  Lord  of  the  harvest,  that  he  would  send  forth  labourers 
into  his  harvest." — See  Gospel  for  St.  Luke's  Day. 

Thb  harvest  great,  the  labourers  few : 
Such  sight,  0  Lord,  thine  eyes  did  view 

When  thou  on  earth  didst  dwell. 
And  bad'st  thy  chosen  ones  entreat 
Thy  Father  to  send  pastors  meet. 

To  guide  thy  flock  from  hell. 

Still  souls  do  perish  day  by  day, 
Still  rove  like  guideless  sheep  astray. 

In  heathen  darkness  bound ; 
Increase  the  heav'n-appointed  band. 
Thine  heralds  sent  to  every  land. 

Thy  glorious  name  to  sound. 
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Like  faithful  Luke,  kind  pastors  give, 
To  bid  the  contrite  sinner  live. 

Through  doctrine  of  thy  word : 
When  faith  and  truth  on  earth  wax  rare. 
Make  them  like  him  affliction  hear. 

For  thy  dear  body,<i  Lord. 

Keep  from  thy  Church  each  profFer'd  guide 
Who,  Demas  hke,  dares  not  abide 

Imprisonment's  dark  hour ; 
For  thee  to  live,  for  thee  to  die. 
Be  these  thy  servants'  thoughts,  when  high 

They  view  proud  Satan's  power. 

So  may  thy  Chiu-ch  on  earth  increase. 
And  strong  in  thine  abiding  peace. 

Prevail  o'er  worldly  grief ; 
May  the  physician  Luke  set  free 
All  souls  that  learn  through  him  of  thee 

To  seek  their  sure  relief. 


9  Col.  i.  24 
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XLVII. 

For  All  Saints'  Day. 

Leader  of  heaven's  victorious  host, 
Jesu  !  by  Satan  dreaded  most. 

We  hail  thee  on  this  day ; 
The  saints'  triumphant  only  boast. 

On  earth  the  Church's  stay. 

For  those  who  once  were  pilgrims  here. 
Departed  in  thy  faith  and  fear 

To  their  eternal  rest. 
With  thankful  voice  and  hearts  sincere. 

We  bid  thy  name  be  bless'd. 

Thine  all-atoning  blood  o'ercame 
The  sin-created  dread  of  shame. 

Which  once  their  souls  assail'd ; 
Faith,  sought  of  thee,  and  without  blame, 

O'er  ev'ry  foe  prevaU'd. 
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In  secret  strife  with  power  of  sin, 
Thy  strength  enabled  them  to  win 

The  palm  of  victory  : 
They  felt  thee  prevalent  within, 

And  scorn'd  hell's  slavery. 

Complete  thy  work,  all-conqu'ring  Lord ; 
To  us  thy  gracious  aid  aflFord, 
And  guide  us  to  the  place 
Where  we,  to  long-lost  friends  restor'd. 
Shall  view  thy  glorious  face. 

Oh !  high  shall  swell  the  choral  strain 
Of  saints  releas'd  from  worldly  pain. 

When  once  they  see  their  King : 
Hasten,  O  Christ,  thy  perfect  reign. 

To  all  redemption  bring. 
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Of  the  \Mth  Psalm. 

Hear  now,  and  praise  the  Lord, 

Ye  night-appointed  band. 
And  in  his  courts,  with  one  accord. 

Invoke  his  helping  hand. 

Lift  up  your  hands  with  zeal ; 

Praise  him  and  never  tire ; 
When  you  love's  flame  expiring  feel. 

Rekindle  quick  its  fire. 

SECOND    PART. 

From  out  of  Zion's  ark. 

The  Lord  bless  thee  and  thine, 

Who  while  night's  shadows  hasten  dark, 
Think  on  Jehovah's  shrine ! 
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See  Revelation,  i.  5,  6. 

To  Him  whom  love  excelling 

The  height  our  thoughts  can  scan, 

Brought  from  his  Father's  dwelling 
To  shed  his  blood  for  man. 

And  wash  away  the  guilty  stain 

That  dwells  in  fallen  nature's  grain ; — 

To  Him  be  glory  giv'n 

By  us,  whom  he  has  made 
Priests  to  the  God  of  heaven. 

With  regal  might  array'd  ; 
Dominion  which  shall  never  end 
Ascribe  we  to  the  sinner's  Friend. — Amen. 
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APPENDIX. 


"  Self-form'd  flutes." 

SxowELii  describes  the  circumstance  here  alluded  to  as 
follows :  "  For  want  of  musical  instruments  of  a  supe- 
rior kind,  the  cavalcade  had  furnished  themselves  with 
flutes  made  of  the  elder-tree,  on  which  they  contrived 
to  make  a  loud  and  merry  noise,  and  with  rude  and 
simple  notes  express  the  raptures  wliich  they  felt," — 
Life  of  Bishop  Wilson. 

B. 

"  Man's  heart,"  S^c. 
The  author  wishes  to  be  imderstood   as  confining 
this  expression,  respecting  the  hardness  of  the  human 
heart,  to  the  things  of  God.    That  men  are  capable  of 
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much  that  is  kind  and  amiable  in  thought  and  deed, 
tlie  conduct  even  of  many  savage  tribes  clearly  shews. 
But  to  raise  the  affections  of  the  soul  to  God  and 
heaven  is  beyond  the  reach  of  any  merely  earthly  power. 
Man  is  a  ruined  temple,  evincing  indeed  his  divine 
origin ;  but  incapable  of  restoration  to  his  Maker's  ser- 
vice, save  by  the  operation  of  that  Spirit  who. at  the 
first  made  all  things  out  of  nothing. 


VERSES 


THE  DAYS  OF  DARKNESS; 


AND  OTHER  POEMS. 


"The  oil  of  joy  for  mourning;   the  garment  of  praise  for  the 
spirit  of  heaviness." — Isai.  Ixi.  3. 

"  As  sorrowful,  yeP'always  rejoicing."— 2  Cor.  vi.  10. 


[original  dedication.] 

TO 

THE   AUTHOR'S  DEAREST  SISTER, 

MARY  STEWART, 

AS   A  TRIBUTE  OF  REGARD 

TO  THE   MEMORY  OF 

HER  LATE  BELOVED  HUSBAND 

THE  REV.   ALEXANDER   STEWART, 

THIS  LITTLE  VOLUME 

IS 

AFFECTIONATELY  DEDICATED. 


[ORIGINAL  PREFACE.] 

The  Verses  contained  in  the  following  pages  were 
composed,  chiefly  with  a  view  of  leading  those  who 
are  dear  to  the  Author,  to  the  only  true  source  of 
comfort  in  the  days  of  affliction.  He  now  sends  his 
little  volume  to  the  press,  in  humble  hope,  that  through 
the  blessing  of  Him  who  came  on  earth  "  to  heal  the 
broken-hearted,"  it  may  be  a  means  of  leading  some 
of  the  many  mourners  in  Zion,  to  that  joy  which  "  no 
man  taketh  away." 


^M'^^'K'^'t, 


np- 


.j^:  <^y-j  '^^ —r^^i,-'/' 


liiH^it^^^ 


VERSES 


THE  DAYS  OF  DARKNESS/ 


L. 

When  sorrow  overcasts  my  brow. 
And  grief  hangs  heavy  on  my  heart, 

Before  my  God  I'll  humbly  bow ; 
He  only  can  relief  impart. 

He  speaks,— subsides  the  storm  within ; 

A  heav'nly  calm  comes  o'er  my  breast ; 
Jesus  redeems  the  soul  from  sin. 

And  gives  the  troubled  conscience  rest. 

r  Eccles.  xi.  8. 


132     THE  mourner's  befuge. 

"  The  Man  of  sorrows"  sends  relief 
To  those  who  meekly  bear  his  cross  ; 

He  sympathizes  in  their  grief. 
And  turns  to  gain  their  ev'ry  loss. 

No  longer  then,  my  soul,  complain. 
In  Christ  repose  thy  steadfast  faith ; 

And  thou  with  Him  for  aye  shalt  reign 
Victorious  over  sin  and  death  ! 
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LI. 


Addressed  to  the  Author's  dearest  Sister,  Mnry  Stewart, 
on  the  death  of  her  late  beloved  husband,  the  Ber. 
Alexander  Stewart.^ 

"  The  memory  of  the  just  is  blessed."— Prov.  x.  7. 

Dreary  the  night,  when  no  auspicious  star 
Directs  the  weary  traveller  from  far, 
To  his  lov'd  home,  where  late  he  seeks  that  rest 
Which  Nature  craves  for  all  with  toil  oppress'd. 
Then,  fancied  forms  of  terror  meet  the  eye. 
The  wind's  low  murmur  seems  a  spirit  nigh. 
As  wakes  it  gently  'mong  the  sleeping  leaves. 
While  chilling  horror  makes  the  heart  blood  freeze. 
Not  thus,  if  one  of  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 
Which  own  the  names*  by  their  Creator  given. 
Sheds  upon  earth  its  tranquil  ray  of  love. 
To  guide  our  wand'ring  thoughts  to  God  above. 

s  See  Appendix  A.  t  Psalm  cxlvii.  4. 
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Then  all  at  once  we  enter  realms  of  light, 
And  worldly  visions  vanish  from  our  sight ; 
Angelic  music  greets  the  list'ning  ear, 
Attun'd  by  those  who  once  were  pilgrims  here. 
Oh !  often,  dearest  Mary,  may'st  thou  feel 
Such  soothing  contemplations  o'er  thee  steal ; 
And  view  in  faith,  through  earth's  obscurest  night. 
Thine  own  dear  husband,  now  a  star>^  of  light. 
He  shines,  to  lead  thee  in  the  path  he  trod. 
The  path  through  Christ,  unto  the  Christian's  God, 
Like  that  glad  harbinger  which  lustre  shed 
O'er  where  the  infant  Jesus  laid  his  head; 
He  shines,  to  bid  thy  tears  and  sorrows  cease. 
And  tell  thee  that  in  heaven  abideth  peace. 
Not  long  ere  thou  and  he  in  joy  shall  meet. 
And  heav'n  illumine  'neath  the  Saviour's  feet : 
Not  long  ere  thou  shalt  reach  that  blissful  shore. 
Where  friend  meets  friend,  all  worldly  conflicts  o'er. 
This  was  the  theme  thy  dearest  lov'd  the  best. 
In  which  he  bade  thine  anxious  soul  find  rest ; 
That,  train'd  for  heav'n,  thy  children  ^^  here  might  grow. 
Was  what  for  them  he  chiefly  sought  below. 
Be  this  remember'd;  let  fond  memory  dwell 
On  all  in  which  thy  lov'd  one  did  excel : 
On  his  pure  faith,  his  meek  and  lowly  mind ; — 
How  in  reproving  he  was  ever  kind ; 


u  Dan.  xii.  3. 
Mr.  Stewart  left  behind  him  two  little  daughters,  his  only  offspring. 
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How  constantly  he  labour'd  night  and  day, 
To  lead  the  wand'rer  in  salvation's  way ; 
To  shed  the  gospel's  balm  upon  the  soul. 
And  bid  in  Jesus'  name  the  weak  be  whole ; — 
Be  all  remember'd,  and  from  whence  he  drew 
That  grace  alone  which  makes  the  heart  anew. 
Thus  Christ  in  his  disciple  may  we  trace, 
And  view  the  Saviour  in  a  brother's  face ; 
A  brother,  whose  bright  image  dwells  enshrin'd 
Deep  in  the  heart  of  those  he  left  behind ! 
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LII. 


%inti 


On  the  same  subject  as  the  preceding  verses,  suggested 
by  the  picture  of  a  ship  riding  securely  at  anchor 
during  a  storm. 

See  Hebrews  vi.  19. 

See'st  thou  yon  ship,  by  storms  beset. 
How  gallantly  she  braves  the  blast ; 

Though  angry  billows  foam  and  fret. 
Firmly  her  oft-prov'd  anchor's  cast. 

In  vain  the  raging  winds  and  sea 
Unite  to  drive  her  on  the  shore ; 

She  rides  in  calm  security. 
Amidst  the  tempest's  ceaseless  roar. 

Fit  type  of  him,  my  sister  dear. 

Whom  late  by  trouble's  waves  oppress'd. 

Thou  saw'st  without  misgiving  fear. 
Enter  into  his  heavenly  rest. 
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The  ship's  strong  anchor  hes  below. 
Thine  husband's  anchor  was  above. 

His  soul,  launch'd  on  a  sea  of  woe. 
Was  held  by  cords  of  Jesus'  love. 

He  liv'd  a  citizen  of  heaven. 

In  Christ  his  sure  foundation  laid. 

Though  sorely  toss'd  and  tempest-driven. 
He  found  his  God  a  present  aid. 

A  house  he  had,  while  here  on  earth. 

Well  fitted  to  delight  the  eye. 
But  souls  who  feel  their  heavenly  birth. 

Desire  "to  be  ■vvith  Christ" J"  on  high. 

They  seek  a  city  strongly  built  ^ 

By  God  himself,  through  his  dear  Son, 

Who,  when  his  precious  blood  was  spilt. 
For  faithful  souls  that  city  won. 

There  let  us  fix  our  lasting  home. 
And  all  our  treasure  hide  in  God, 

And  never  from  our  Father  roam. 
In  paths  by  wicked  children  trod  ! 

y  Philippians  i.  23.  ^  Hebrews  xi.  10.  16. 
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LIII. 

Of  the  Tioentieth  Psalm,  addressed  to  the  late  Sev. 
Alexander  Stewart,  during  his  last  illness. 


The  Lord  whom  thou  didst  serve  in  health 
Hear  thee  in  trouble's  darkest  hour  ! 

The  Christian's  God  be  all  thy  wealth, 

And  shield  thee  from  the  tempter's  power ! 

Be  all  thy  choicest  vows  fulfill'd, 

Which  flow  from  out  thy  cleansed  breast ! 
Be  every  anxious  feeling  still'd, 

And  luU'd  into  a  heavenly  rest ! 

In  every  mercy  God  doth  give 
Unto  thee,  brother,  we'll  rejoice. 

And  say,  "  Lord,  let  Thy  servant  live, 
And  hear  his  supplicating  voice." 


THE   TWENTIETH    PS^VEM. 
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Now  know  we  God  doth  surely  hear 

The  prayers  His  own  dear  children  make ; 

That  those  who  make  Him  all  their  fear. 
Our  gracious  Lord  will  ne'er  forsake. 

'Tis  seen  in  every  blessing  given. 

Throughout  thy  sickness,  from  above. 

That  those  who  put  their  trust  in  Heaven, 
Shall  find  our  God  a  God  of  love. 

Some  put  their  trust  in  human  might,— 
Such  trust  is  found  to  be  in  vain  : 

They  fall  and  perish  in  our  sight, 
And  die,  no  more  to  live  again. 

But  those  who  make  the  Lord  their  stay. 
In  Him  do  find  a  source  of  health  ; 

While  wicked  men  do  fall  away. 
And  perish  in  their  boasted  wealth. 

O  King  of  heaven,  whose  dear  Son 
Came  upon  earth  our  souls  to  save. 

Hear  us  for  thy  beloved  One, 
Who  triumph'd  o'er  the  gloomy  grave. 

O  save  us  from  all  doubts  and  fears. 
Which  separate  the  soul  from  Thee  ; 

Save  us,  while  in  the  vale  of  tears, 
From  sin  and  sinful  misery  ! 
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LIV. 

Of  Job  ii.  8— 10. 

"  And  he  took  him  a  potsherd  to  scrape  himself  withal ;  and 
he  sat  down  among  the  ashes. 

"  Then  said  his  wife  unto  him.  Dost  thou  still  retain  thine 
integrity  ?     Curse  God  and  die. 

"  But  he  said  unto  her,  Thou  speakest  as  one  of  the  foolish 
women  speaketh.  What!  shall  we  receive  good  at  the  hand  of 
God,  and  shall  we  not  receive  evil  ?  In  all  this  did  not  Job  sin 
with  his  lips." 

From  head  to  foot  with  grievous  sores  oppress'd. 
The  righteous  Job,  obeying  Heaven's  decree, 
In  ashes  sat  him  down.     She  who  should  then 
Have  been  his  comforter,  with  wicked  speech, 
Address'd  him  thus  :  "  What !  still  dost  thou  retain 
Thy  faith  unshaken  ?     Curse  thy  God  and  die !" 
But  he,  unmov'd,  rebuk'd  the  scornful  words 
Her  lips  had  utter'd :  "  Thou,"  he  did  reply. 


JOB  11.  8—10.  141 

"  Dost  savour  of  the  folly  that  doth  cling 
To  foolish  women,  who  forget  their  God, 
And  all  his  righteous  ways.     How  shall  I  curse 
Him  who  so  largely  through  my  life  has  pour'd 
His  blessings  on  me  ?     What !  shall  man  declare 
That  naught  from  God,  save  that  which  he  thinks  good. 
Will  he  accept  ?     When  God  most  graciously 
Sends  sorrow,  to  correct  man's  waywardness. 
Shall  man  resist  what  Heaven  itself  decrees  ?  " 
Thus  spoke  the  righteous  Job,  while  with  his  lips 
He  sinned  not,  nor  strove  against  his  God. 
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LV. 

Lines  written  on  reading  John  xviii.  11. 

"  Then  said  Jesus  unto  Peter,  Put  up  thy  sword  into  the 
sheath  ;  the  cup  which  my  Father  hath  given  me,  shall  I  not 
drink  it? 

The  cup  is  bitter — change  it  not, 
O  Lord,  to  suit  my  pamper'  d  taste ! 

I'll  yield  to  Thee,  whate'er  my  lot. 
So  thou  unto  my  soul  make  haste. 

The  cup  is  bitter — but  far  worse 

The  cup  which  thou  didst  drink  for  me. 

When,  bearing  fallen  nature's  curse. 
Thou  diedst  to  set  lost  sinners  free. 

The  cup  is  bitter — every  drop 

My  past  transgressions  have  deserv'd : 

My  mouth  submissively  I'll  stop. 
And  hope  by  Thee  to  be  preserv'd. 
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The  cup  is  bitter — 'tis  design'd 

To  heal  the  sickness  of  my  soul : 
I'll  bear  its  purpose  in  my  mind, 

'Twll  sorrow's  raging  flood  control. 

O  Thou,  who  didst  ascend  to  heaven 
By  meekly  suffering  here  below, — 

Jesus,  to  us  may  grace  be  given, 
Like  thee,  to  drink  the  cup  of  woe. 
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LVI. 

Addressed  to  the  late  Hon.  and  Right  Rev.  Charles 
James  Steivart,  Bisliop  of  Quebec,  during  his  last 
illness. 

O  THOU,  who  well  hast  fought 
Thy  Christian  warfare  here. 
Who  painfully^  hast  taught 
Christ's  flock  in  love  and  fear  : 
Quebec's  good  Bishop,  ere  thou  seek'st  thy  rest, 
May  we  through  thee  eternally  be  bless'd ! 

Bless'd  in  beholding  thee. 
Like  to  the  setting  sun 
Ere  sinks  it  in  the  sea. 
Its  stage  of  glory  run  : 
Bless'd  whilst  in  thee  we  view  the  glorious  sight 
Of  Christ  triumphant  over  Satan's  might. 

a  "  Painfully,"  according   to   the   old   meaning   of  the   word, 
"  with  care  and  diligence." 
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May  heaven's  purest  air 

Fresh  health  to  thee  impart. 
And  may  that  tender  care 

Which  presses  on  thine  heart, — 
The  care  for  Christ's  dear  flock, — be  all  fulfill'd 
Ere  upon  earth  thy  shepherd's  voice  is  still'd ! 

It  were  not  good  to  stay 
A  pilgrim  here  below. 
When  Christ  doth  call  away 
From  out  this  world  of  woe  : 
But  still  may'st  thou  survive  on  earthly  ground 
Till  one  that's  meet  to  fill  thy  place  is  found  ! 

Till  then  we  would  entreat 

Our  God  thy  life  to  spare — 
Then,  may'st  thou  rise  to  meet 
Thy  Saviour  in  the  air. 
And  sing  for  ever  with  the  saints  above 
The  glorious  anthem  of  Redeeming  Love ! 

And  here,  while  God  doth  give 

Thee  as  a  boon  to  men. 
May  thy  just  spirit  live 

With  youthful  hopes  again ; 
While  we  press  on,  thine  own  lov'd  cause  to  aid, 
For  which  a  gift  too  dear  thou  thought'st  could  ne'er 
be  made  ^^ 

b  See  Appendix  B. 


146 


LVII. 

Of  the  Forty-Sixth  Psalm. 
FIRST    PORTION. 

God  is  our  hope,  our  present  aid; 
We  will  not  therefore  be  dismay'd. 
Though  earth  should  quake  beneath  our  feet. 
And  hills  with  seas  in  conflict  meet. 

Let  ocean's  waves  lash  high  and  roar. 
And  mountains  back  the  echo  pour; 
StUl,  where  God's  city  glads  the  eye. 
The  peaceful  stream  flows  rippling  by. 

God  dwells  in  her — for  aye  she  '11  stand. 
Supported  by  th'  Almighty's  hand ; 
The  heathen  nations  vainly  rage 
When  with  our  God  they  war  engage. 
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God  thunders — earth  shall  melt  away 
And  quickly  own  his  sovereign  sway ; 
With  us  the  Lord  of  hosts  is  found ; 
Our  tents  doth  Jacob's  God  surround. 


SECOND    PORTION. 

O  come  and  see  what  God  hath  wrought ! 
On  earth  He  hath  destruction  brought : 
He  ends  fierce  wars,  and  knaps  the  spear : 
War's  chariot  burns  when  he  draws  near. 

"  Be  still,  and  know  that  I  am  God  : 
Ye  nations,  bow  beneath  my  rod  ! 
Among  the  heathen  I'll  be  great, 
And  above  earth  exalt  my  seat." 

The  Lord  of  countless  hosts  on  high 
Protects  us  Avith  His  watchful  eye ; 
Our  Father  Jacob's  God  is  near, 
A  refuge  from  all  earthly  fear. 
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LVIII. 

Addressed  to  a  Lady  on  the  loss  of  her  little  boy  Henry. 

Heav'n  is  our  home — our  place  of  rest 

Lies  far  beyond  the  skies. 
Where  dwell  the  saints  for  ever  bless'd 

Through  Jesus'  sacrifice. 

Mourn  not  for  those  who  early  gain 

Their  Father's  dwelling-place : 
They  ne'er  shall  know  tormenting  pain, 

"Who  see  God  face  to  face. 

Grief  for  thine  Henry's  death  forego. 

Suppress  each  rising  tear  ! 
Why  weep  for  him  who  feels  no  woe. 

Who  knows  not  any  fear  ? 

A  child  no  more,  to  manhood  grown 

In  knowledge  of  God's  love, 
To  him  the  mysteries  are  shown 

By  angels  sung  above. 


TO    A   LADY.  I'ly 


He  knows  the  breadth,  the  depth,  the  height 

Of  things  unseen  by  man, 
And  loves  with  ever  fresh  dehght 

Redemption's  work  to  scan. 

Yet  not  forgot  his  place  of  birth 
"Where  first  he  drew  his  breath  : 

The  mem'ry  of  the  lov'd  on  earth 
Survives  the  stroke  of  death. 

With  joy  he  views  each  billow  pass'd 

Between  thee  and  the  shore, 
Where  heav'nly  joys  for  ever  last. 

And  sorrow's  pangs  are  o'er. 

Weep  then  no  more  for  thy  dear  boy ! 

He  rests  secure  in  heaven  : 
The  Christian's  crown  he  doth  enjoy. 

To  Christ's  dear  children  given. 

When  worldly  trials  rudely  fall 

Across  thine  aching  breast. 
Anticipate  the  Saviour's  call 

To  enter  into  rest ! 

When  thou  with  Henry  shalt  unite 

God's  endless  praise  to  sing. 
And,  sin's  dark  veil  remov'd  from  sight, 

A  spotless  oflf'ring  bring. 
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LIX. 

Written  on  reading  Acts  xvi.  25. 

And  at  midnight  Paul   and   Silas   prayed   and  sang   praises 
unto  God  :  and  the  prisoners  heard  them." 

Inspir'd  with  holy  glee, 

Good  Paul  and  Silas  sang; 
Their  h}Tnn  in  accents  free 

Throughout  the  prison  rang. 

The  pris'ners  with  them  bound 

Did  start  their  voice  to  hear. 
As  came  the  solemn  sound 

Upon  the  waking  ear. 

O  wherefore  did  they  sing 

While  bound  in  captive  cell  ? 
'Twas  Christ  their  heavenly  King 

Who  in  their  hearts  did  dwell. 
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No  fetters  can  control 

Him  whom  the  Lord  sets  free ; 
His  blood-redeemed  soul 

Doth  mount,  O  God,  to  thee ! 

If  Paul  and  Silas  bold 

In  prison  sang  God's  praise. 
Let  not  our  hearts  grow  cold. 

But  hymns  of  glory  raise. 
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LX. 


<Bn  f^earing  a  ?3lacfebirtr  Ringing, 

07i  a  Winter-niie  Evening  at  the  end  of  March,  1837. 

Sing  on,  sweet  bird,  though  dark  the  sky. 

And  chill  the  ev'ning  air ; 
Thou  tell'st  of  brighter  moments  nigh. 

And  bidd'st  us  banish  care. 

Thou  tell'st  us  summer  hastens  on, — 

'Tis  wnter's  latest  hour ; 
Though  sharp  the  blast,  'twill  soon  be  gone. 

And  spent  its  short-liv'd  power. 

May  He  who  fills  thy  breast  with  glee. 

To  us  thy  spirit  give. 
To  sing  in  dark  adversity 

His  praise  by  whom  we  live. 

When  all  on  earth  looks  sad  around. 

May  faith  direct  our  sight 
Where  summer's  purest  joys  abound 

In  realms  of  endless  light. 

So  Uke  to  thee,  sweet  bird,  we'll  sing, 

Regardless  of  to-day : 
However  sharp  affliction's  sting, 

'Tis  doom'd  to  pass  away. 
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LXL 

Written  at  the  commencement  of  June  1837. 


When  all  around  looks  fresh  and  green. 
And  opens  fair  each  rural  scene. 

How  sweet  to  stray 
Where  foot  of  man  hath  seldom  been — 

Far,  far  away : 

To  note  in  all  we  see  around 
How  blessings  ev'ry  where  abound. 

And  God  doth  give 
To  all  that  dwell  above  the  ground 

Their  power  to  hve. 
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Each  work  and  creature  do  declare 
How  great  Jehovah's  mercies  are. 

How  great  his  love : 
There's  naught  on  earth  but  feels  the  care 

Of  One  above. 

But  chiefly  man— whate'er  we  find 
That's  good  or  perfect  in  its  kind  , 

To  him  is  given, 
To  guide  his  ever  wayward  mind 

From  earth  to  heaven. 

Let  then  all  human  voices  raise 
A  universal  song  of  praise 

Unto  the  King, 
Who  knows  the  secret  thoughts  and  ways 

Of  every  thing ! 

Let  night  to  night,  and  day  to  day 
Man's  gratitude  to  God  display. 

And  never  cease 
Till,  time  no  more,  all  things  obey 

The  Prince  of  Peace. 

Then  souls,  from  ev'ry  fetter  free, 
Shall  keep  a  constant  jubilee. 

While  face  to  face 
The  source  of  all  their  joys  they  see— 

The  God  of  grace. 
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While  lasts  this  life,  \vith  heaven-train'd  eye 
Let  's  scan  all  nature's  mystery ! 

It  will  unfold 
His  ways,  who  through  eternity 

Doth  ne'er  wax  old. 
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LXII. 

Written  during  the  Snoic-storm  of  Christmas  1836. 

Not  man's  frail  will,  but  thine  be  done, 
O  Thou  who  sent'st  on  earth  thy  Son 

A  guilty  world  to  free  ! 
Through  winter's  blast,  and  clouds  of  snow, 
Our  hymns  of  praise  shall  upward  go, 

And  mount,  O  God,  to  thee ! 

We  worship  thine  almighty  power 
In  the  dark  tempest's  fearful  hour. 

As  sweeps  it  o'er  our  head : 
Our  souls,  supported  by  thine  aid. 
View  the  sad  prospect  undismay'd, 

Unaw'd  by  guilty  dread. 
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We  praise  thee  while  on  every  side 
The  feather'd  tribes  are  scatter'd  wide ; 

Yet  we  thy  goodness  share. 
O  naay  that  goodness  fill  our  heart, 
And  make  us  unto  them  impart 

From  out  our  ample  fare ! 

If  hitherto,  unskill'd  in  praise. 

On  earth  we've  pass'd  our  thankless  days. 

Let  us  at  last  awake ; 
And,  whUe  we  feel  God's  saving  arm 
Protecting  us  from  fear  of  harm, 

Our  thankful  off' ring  make ! 

To  Him,  who  when  this  world  shall  end 
WiU  prove  the  contrite  sinner's  Friend, 

Let  all  God's  mercies  lead ! 
To  us,  when  storms  beset  the  path 
Of  those  who  mock  at  judgment's  wrath. 

May  He  in  pity  speed ! 
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LXIII. 

Hail!  heav'n-born  day.  on  which  the  Sun 
Of  Righteousness  his  course  begun ; 
Inspir'd  by  thy  soul-stirring  power. 
Forget  we  wintry  storms  that  lower ! 

Let  Spring,  adorn'd  with  chaplets  gay. 
Lead  o'er  the  earth  its  joyous  way ; 
Let  Summer  all  her  glories  shed. 
And  Autumn  rear  his  fruit-crown'd  head  ! 

They  cannot,  let  them  all  unite. 
Produce  a  day  of  such  pure  hght 
As  that  which  Winter  brings  to  earth. 
Ennobled  by  the  Saviour's  birth. 

O  how  should  souls  by  Christ  set  free 
Rejoice,  blest  day,  at  sight  of  thee  ! 
What  thankful  offring  should  they  bring 
At  Christmas  to  their  heavenly  King ! 
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He  asks  from  all  a  ^villing  heart, 
That  vows  from  Him  'twill  ne'er  depart : 
He  only  hath  redeem'd  the  soul,— 
O  let  Him  freely  take  the  whole. 

"Yes,  Lord,  on  this  thy  day  we  give 
Ourselves  to  Thee,  through  whom  we  live. 
Look  do^vn  upon  us  from  above. 
And  fill  us  with  celestial  love." 
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LXIV. 

To  ihe  Departing  Year. 

Thy  course,  old  year,  is  run, — 
We  ne'er  shall  meet  again : 

What  in  thee  we  have  done. 
For  ever  shall  remain. 

Recorded  in  God's  book, 
Against  the  judgment  day. 

Oh  !  could  we  there  but  look, 
'TwoTild  fill  us  with  dismay 

To  see  the  deeds  on  earth 
By  sinful  mortals  wrought; 

Whose  souls,  through  second  birth. 
The  Lord  himself  had  bought. 

But  not  dark  deeds  of  sin 
Alone  displays  God's  page; 

There's  good  reveal'd  \vithin, 
Perform'd  in  ev'ry  age : 
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Deeds,  hid  from  mortal  sight, 

Of  charity  and  love ; 
Illum'd  with  heav'nly  light, 

Which  circles  all  above. 

What  'b  gone,  and  from  us  pass'd. 

We  never  can  recall ; 
What  yet  of  life  shall  last. 

To  God  be  given  all ! 

Let  us  through  Christ  redeem 

Our  precious  hours  mispent : 
His  blood's  atoning  stream 

Will  make  our  God  relent. 


162 


LXV. 

Applicable  to  an  inquisitive  person,  suggested 
by  reading  Matt.  vii.  5. 

"  Thou  hypocrite,  first  cast  out  the  beam  out  of  thine  own  eye, 
and  then  shalt  thou  see  clearly  to  cast  out  the  mote  out  of  thy 
brother's  eye." 

Into  thy  brother's  breast  why  cast  thine  eyes  ? 
Is  it  that  thou  his  virtuous  deeds  may  prize  ? 
If  so,  thou  may'st  thy  gen'rous  toil  forbear, — 
To  God  alone  man's  secret  thoughts  are  bare. 
But  if  with  jaundic'd  eye  thou  seek'st  to  spy 
Some  hidden  fault,  thou  doest  wickedly ; 
"  Know  thy  own  self," — the  only  way  to  know 
The  art  of  judging  others  here  below; 
When  thou  thy  brother  wouldst  severely  scan. 
Remember  thou  thyself  art  but  a  man  ! 
Look  to  thyself,  lest  thou  be  cast  away. 
And  ever  when  thou  pray'st,  for  others  pray  ! 


163 


LXVI. 

Of  the  Thirteenth  Portion  of  Psalm  119. 
•'  O,  how  love  I  thy  law  !" 

How  doth  thy  law,  from  morn  till  night, 
O  Lord,  afford  me  pure  delight ! 
Above  my  foes  thou  lift'st  my  head. 
Because  I'm  by  thy  precepts  led. 

My  teachers  also  I  excel. 
For  thy  pure  word  in  me  doth  dwell : 
I'm  wiser  than  the  aged  grown, 
By  heark'ning  to  thy  voice  alone. 

That  I  may  wholly  Thee  obey, 
I  turn  from  ev'ry  evil  way ; 
'Tis  Thou  that  teachest  me  Thy  will. 
Therefore  I  shrink  before  no  ill. 

Thy  words  unto  my  throat  how  sweet ! 
No  honey  can  with  them  compete ! 
By  them  I'm  taught  to  know  the  path 
That 's  free  from  thy  avenging  wrath. 
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LXVII. 

To  the  Questions,  "  What  is  Heaven,  '^hat  is  Hell?" 

Say,  What  is  heaven  ?— "The  place  of  rest 
For  souls  by  dread  of  sin  oppress'd ; 
The  place  where  round  the  Saviour's  throne 
Abide  the  pure  in  heart  alone ; 
Where  saints  in  sweet  communion  meet. 
And  cast  their  crowns  at  Jesus'  feet. 
Displaying  there  the  wondrous  sight 
Of  blood-wash'd  garments  milky  white ; 
The  place  where  no  dark  fears  are  known. 
Where  joy  and  peace  exist  alone ; 
The  place  where  God  doth  dwell  above. 
That,  that  is  heaven,  which  we  love." 
Say,  Wliat  is  hell  ?— Shrink  back  with  fear. 
My  soul,  the  dreadful  words  to  hear  : — 
"  The  place  where  dwell  perpetual  fire. 
And  worms  that  gnaw  and  never  tire ; 
While  weary  souls  they  make  their  prey. 
Who  would  not  Jesus'  word  obey." — 
Through  Christ,  from  gloomy  hell  set  free, 
O  Father,  may  we  come  to  Thee  ! 
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LXVIII. 

To  an  ancient  Village  Church. 

Time-hallow'd  pile,  where  worldly  care 
Yields  to  the  soothing  voice  of  prayer. 
And  hymns  triumphant  seek  the  air 
Of  heaven ! 

In  thee  our  care-worn  souls  begin 
To  feel  God's  joy  and  peace  within, 
WhUe  hearing,  in  Christ's  name,  of  sin 
Forgiven. 

In  thee  we  first  receive  the  sign,^ 
Where  bright  baptismal  waters  shine. 
Which  Christian  soldiers  should  combine 
Together. 

c  The  sign  of  the  cross. 
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In  thee  the  Saviour's  sacrifice 
Through  his  own  symbols  <i  glads  our  eyes. 
Ordain' d,  ere  sought  above  the  skies 
His  Father. 

In  thee,  by  bitter  griefs  oppress'd. 
The  mourners  o'er  the  dead  find  rest; 
In  thee  the  nuptial  vows  are  bless'd  . 
Right  purely ! 

Whate'er  of  joy  or  grief  below 
We  feel,  through  thee  doth  upward  flow ; 
O  can  we  cease  to  love  thee  ?     No ; 
No,  surely. 

Through  many  a  year  thou  hast  withstood 
The  tempest's  wrath  and  winter's  flood, 
Belov'd  by  all  who  follow  good 

Devoutly. 

And  stiU  may  peace  from  God  descend 
Upon  thy  walls,  and  never  end. 
And  all  our  village  hands  defend 

Thee  stoutly. 

<i  The  sacramental  bread  and  wine. 
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LXIX. 
atJtJre^f;  to  a  Vam. 

Whatever  way  the  wind  doth  blow. 
The  same  thou,  supple  vane,  dost  go ; 
Is 't  south  or  north,  or  east  or  west, 
The  self-same  course  doth  please  thee  best. 

Thou  art  not  held  in  high  esteem 
By  those  whom  men  consistent  deem ; 
They  view  thy  tribe,  where'er  they  shine. 
As  wav'ring  faith's  undoubted  sign. 

But  I  will  not  so  cruel  be 
As  thus  severely  judge  of  thee ; 
Whichever  way  thy  head  shall  turn, 
I  will  from  thee  a  lesson  learn. 


168  TO    A   VANE. 

Thou  say'st,  "  Whenever  God  doth  blow. 
To  man  it  should  much  wisdom  show ; 
When  God  doth  clearly  point  the  way, 
All  men  should  willingly  obey. 

"  That,  taught  by  the  Almighty's  wind. 
Men  should  present  Him  to  their  mind ; 
And  track,  while  here  they  hoist  their  sail. 
The  course  that's  bless'd  by  Heaven's  gale." 
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LXX. 

^tlw^;S  to  t^^c  minti. 

Unseen,  though  not  unfelt  on  earth,  thou  all-per- 
vading wind. 

Thou  fill'st  with  more  than  human  awe  the  meditative 
mind; 

Thou  tell'st  the  understanding  heart,  that  more  than 
meets  the  eye 

Doth  he  conceal'd  beyond  the  reach  of  man's  philo- 
sophy;— 

That  upon  earth  exist  beside  lost  creatiu-es,  form'd  of 
clay — 

Eternal  spirits,  who  the  God  of  spirits  here  obey. 

'Tis  even  so — whenever  thou,  O  stormy  wind,  dost 
blow. 

There's  One  above  who  rules  thy  course,  in  regions 
here  below; 

In  thee  man  may  discern  His  power,  aU  angry  pas- 
sions still. 

And  ever  bend  his  wayward  heart,  to  do  his  Maker's 
will! 
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LXXI. 

Of  Psalm  132. 
FIRST    PORTION. 

Remember,  Lord,  the  sore  distress 
That  sank  in  David's  heart, — 

How,  in  his  spirit's  bitterness. 
Full  oft  the  tears  would  start : 

While  mournfully  he  used  to  say, — 
"  No  house  for  me  shall  rise, — 

I  will  not  rest  by  night  nor  day. 
While  God  forgotten  Ues." 

At  Ephrata  we  heard  the  fame 
Of  David's  solemn  vow, — 

In  the  same  wood  where  erst  he  came 
Before  thy  face  to  bow. 


PSALM    CXXXII.  171 

'Tis  done : — what  David  long'd  to  see 

Delights  thy  servants'  eyes ; 
Into  the  house  we've  built  for  Thee, 

Thou  and  thine  ark  arise ! 

Let  righteousness  thy  priests  adorn; 

Thy  saints  with  gladness  sing ;  . 
For  David's  sake  lift  up  the  horn 

Of  thine  anointed  king  ! 


SECOND    PORTION. 

The  Lord  an  oath  to  Dand  swore. 
Which  He  shall  keep  for  aye. 

That  David's  sons  for  evermore 
Should  reign  each  in  Ins  day. 

"  Provided  they  in  me  delight, 
And  reverence  my  word. 

They  shall  continue  in  my  sight 
For  ever,"  saith  the  Lord. 

In  Zion  God  did  long  of  old 

To  fix  his  mercy- seat : 
There  had  He  graciously  foretold 

That  He  his  saints  would  meet. 
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"  In  thee,"  says  God,  "  my  pleasant  place, 

For  ever  I  will  dwell. 
Here  will  I  feed  poor  sovds  with  grace. 

That  shun  the  path  of  hell. 

"  Thy  priests  I'll  deck  with  saving  health. 
And  make  thy  saints  to  sing ; 

They  ne'er  shall  know  decay  of  wealth. 
Who  here  their  off'rings  bring. 

"  In  Zion,  sprung  from  David's  line. 

The  Saviour  shall  appear ; 
He,  David's  horn  and  lamp,  shall  shine 

Through  each  successive  year. 

"  Shame  on  his  enemies  shall  light. 
They  'neath  his  feet  shall  fall ; 

But  on  himself  his  crown  most  bright 
Shall  ever  shine  to  all." 
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LXXII. 

CommcnKattou 

Of  the  Author  and  h'ls  Work  to  the  Giver  of  all  good. 

Unto  tliy  blessing,  gracious  Lord,  my  book  I  now 

commend : 
What  in  thy  favour  was  coramenc'd,  in  thee  shall 

also  end. 
For  all  just  works  are  wrought  in  thee :  there  is  not 

any  one 
Can  profit  aught,  save  what  in  thee  is  altogether  done. 
For   Jesus'   sake   thy  blessing   give,    O   Lord,   for 

evermore 
Unto  thy  servant,  who  doth  long  thee  only  to  adore ! 
May  all  who  read  whate'er  is  ^^Tit,  thy  glad  salvation 

see, 
And  dwell  in  happiness  above,  through  all  eternity ! 
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APPENDIX. 


A. 


The  late  Rev.  Alexander  Stewart,  M.A.  at  the  time  of 
his  death,  was  the  eldest  surviving  son  of  the  Hon. 
Montgomerie  Stewart ;  and  nephew  of  the  late  lamented 
Bishop  of  Quebec,  whose  example  he  followed  in  the 
faithful  execution  of  his  ministerial  duties.  Mr.  Stewart 
was  Rector  of  the  first  j^ortion  of  the  living  of  Burford, 
in  the  county  of  Salop.  He  departed  this  life  in  great 
peace  of  mind,  on  the  30th  of  October,  1837,  at  Torquay 
in  the  county  of  Devon,  in  the  30th  year  of  his  age. 


"  Thine  oion  loved  cause." 

The  cause,  that  is,  of  the  diffusion  of  religion  in  Canada, 
through  means  of  travelhng  missionaries. 


SACRED   PASTIME; 


CONSISTING   OF 


VERSES  ON  SACRED  SUBJECTS. 


^utiUsl^eB  anU  5olU  a.  d.  1836, 


FOR    THE    BENEFIT    OF    THE 

CHURCH    OF    ENGLAND    MISSIONS    IN    CANADA 

UNDER   THE    SUPERINTENDENCY 

OF    THE   BISHOP  OF   QUEBEC. 


NEW  AND  REVISED  EDITION. 


[original  dedication.] 


TO 

THE  HONOURABLE  AND  RIGHT  REVEREND 

FATHER  IN  GOD, 

CHARLES   JAMES, 

BISHOP  OF  QUEBEC, 

THIS  VOLUME  OF  SACRED  POETRY 

IS  RESPECTFULLY  DEDICATED, 

AS  A  SMALL  TOKEN  OF  THE  ADMIRATION  ENTERTAINED 

FOR 

HIS  LORDSHIP'S  UNWEARIED  ZEAL 

IN 

THE  SERVICE  OF  HIS  HEAVENLY  MASTER, 

BY  HIS  HUMBLE  AND  OBEDIENT  SERVANT, 
THE  AUTHOR. 


[EXTRACT  FROM  ORIGINAL  PREFACE.] 

Thk  Author  gives  this  book  the  name  of  "  Sacred 
Pastime,"  because  it  was  written^  to  beguile  the  lon^- 
hours  of  the  winter  nights  during  the  present  month. 
Wlidt  to  himself  has  been  a  pleasant  employment,  he 
humbly  trusts,  through  the  blessing  of  Him,  from  whom 
"  all  holy  desires,  all  good  counsels,  and  all  just  works 
do  proceed,"  may  be  productive  of  edification  to  the 
souls  of  others,  and  beneficial  to  the  interest  of  the 
Canadian  Church,  in  the  welfare  of  which  it  behoves 
every  faithful  member  of  the  Church  of  England  to  take 
a  brotherly  and  lively  interest. 

BUCKMINSTER    VICARAGE,    COLSTERWORTH, 

21st  November,  1836. 

EXPLANATORY    NOTE. 

The  Missions  for  the  benefit  of  which  this  little  pro- 
duction was  originally  published  and  sold  owed  their 
origin  to  an  appeal  made  a.  d.  1834,  to  the  people  of 

e  One  poem  excepted,  see  page  198. 
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this  country,  in  behalf  of  their  spiritually  destitute 
brethren  in  Canada,  by  the  late  lamented  Hon.  and 
Rev.  Dr.  Charles  James  Stewart.  Since  his  lordship's 
death  the  author's  friend  the  Rev.  W.  J.  D.  Waddilove, 
acting  in  their  behalf  under  the  superintendency  of  the 
Bishops  of  Toronto  and  Montreal,  has  published  an 
interesting  account  of  their  rise  and  progress,  bearing 
the  title  of  "  The  Stewart  Missions."  Surely  it  behoves 
all  faithful  members  of  our  Church,  either  by  sub- 
scribing to  the  Missionary  Fund,  of  which  Mr.  Waddi- 
love is  the  active  and  zealous  agent,  or  by  increasing 
their  yearly  subscription  to  that  best  earthly  friend  of 
the  British  Colonies,  the  venerable  Society  for  the  Pro- 
pagation of  the  Gospel  in  Foreign  Parts,  to  show  that 
their  love  for  Christ  and  his  household  does  not  wax  cold. 

Subscriptions  and  Donations  in  behalf  of  the  Stewart 
Missions  are  received  by  the  Rev.  W.  J.  D.  Waddilove, 
Beacon  Grange,  Hexham ;  at  Messrs.  Stone,  Martins, 
and  Stones,  68,  Lombard-street,  London ;  by  the  Very 
Rev.  the  Vicar  of  Newcastle,  at  the  Banks  of  Messrs. 
Lambton  and  Co.,  by  Messrs.  Akenhead,  and  Currie  and 
Bowman,  Booksellers,  and  at  the  Journal  Office,  New- 
castle-on-Tyne ;  Forsters  and  Co.,  and  at  the  Patriot 
Office,  Carlisle ;  Swanns  and  Co.,  and  Messrs.  Todd, 
Booksellers,  York ;  Beckett,  Blayds,  and  Co.  Leeds ; 
Terrys,  Harrison,  and  Co.  Ripon  and  Knaresborough ; 
Mortlock  and  Co.,  and  Messrs.  Deighton,  Booksellers, 
Cambridge ;  Sir  W.  Forbes  and  Co.  Edinburgh  ;  War- 
der Office,  Berwick ;  Mr.  Humble,  Advertiser  Office, 
and  Mrs.  Andrews,  Bookseller,  Durham ;  and  by  the 
Rev.  J.  Lawson,  Vicar  of  Buckminster,  Colsterworth, 
Lincolnshire. 

No  less  than  nine  Missions  have  derived  their  origin 
from  the  Stewart  Travelling  Mission  Fund. 
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LXXIII. 
Ci)e  (JEmtgi-ant'iS  appeal 

i^/"o«/  the  Distant  Settlements  of  Crmada  to  his  Native 
Land. 


'Tis  Sunday,  yet  no  Sabbath  bell 
Pours  on  the  ear  its  hallow'd  swell, 

To  summon  man  to  prayer  : 
There's  naught  whereby  to  know  the  day. 
And  drive,  through  means  of  grace,  away 

The  world's  corroding  care. 
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There's  none  our  infants  to  baptize. 
Nor  celebrate  Christ's  sacrifice. 

In  His  appointed  mode ; 
There's  none  coramission'd  to  proclaim 
The  world's  release  in  Jesus'  name, 

From  sin's  oppressive  load. 

There's  none,  while  weeping  o'er  the  bier 
Of  all  to  us  on  earth  most  dear, 

To  raise  our  thoughts  on  high ; 
And  tell  us  how  for  ever  blest 
The  souls  who  in  their  Saviour  rest. 

For  whom  He  deign'd  to  die. 

No  glad  assemblies  gather  here. 
To  sing  God's  praise  with  holy  fear, 

And  hear  the  Gospel's  sound ; 
No  house  of  prayer  attracts  our  view, 
No  flowers,  nor  ever-verdant  yew, 

Adorn  our  burial-ground. 

To  thee,  O  native  land !  we  look. 
Not  willingly  by  us  forsook. 

But  through  necessity : 
Let  not  Atlantic  billows  sever 
The  mother  and  her  sons  for  ever. 

But  show  sweet  charity ! 
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Behold  us  not  with  scornful  eye ! 
Our  souls  with  heavenly  food  supply ! 

Our  weary  spirits  stay ! 
What's  to  thee  given,  freely  give. 
That  we  through  thee  may  learn  to  live 

For  realms  of  endless  day  ! 

Thus  may  Canadian  hills  and  plains 
Declare  how  England  o'er  them  reigns. 

In  gospel  peace  and  love  ! 
And  England,  clad  in  light  divine. 
With  each  new  year  more  brightly  shine, 

Supported  from  above ! 
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LXXIV. 

On  Jeremiah  x.  23. 

"  O  Lord:  I  know  that  the  way  of  man  is  not  in  himself:  it  is 
not  in  man  that  walketh  to  direct  his  steps." 

'Tis  not  in  man  to  guide  his  feet 
To  heaven,  O  God,  thy  mercy-seat ; 
He  cannot  find  himself  the  way 
That  leadeth  to  eternal  day. 

O  send  thy  "bright  and  morning-star," ^ 
To  light  our  footsteps  from  afar, 
To  the  strait  gate  and  narrow  road. 
By  which  is  reach'd  thy  blest  abode  ! 

In  contrite  hearts  vouchsafe  to  dwell ! 
And  quench  the  fiery  darts  of  hell ! 
In  Jesus'  name  set  up  thy  throne. 
And  reign  on  earth  Thyself  alone ! 

f  Revelation  xxii.  16. 
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LXXV. 

Eiius" 

Suggested  by  the  Confession  m  the  Book  of  Comwon 
Prayer. 

"  Almighty  and  most  merciful  Father,"  &c.  &c. 

Father  of  mercies,  from  on  high 
Look  down  on  earth  with  pitying  eye ; 
Thy  faithless  childrens'  sins  forgive. 
And  help  them  to  repent  and  live. 

Repent — ere  night  succeeds  to  day. 
And  takes  "the  light  of  life"  ff  away; 
That  hght  which  Thou  Thyself  hast  given. 
To  guide  our  wand'ring  feet  to  heaven. 

Live — while  the  healing  streams  flow  by, 
To  quench  the  thirst  of  those  who  die 
On  earth,  through  faith  in  Jesus'  blood. 
To  all  but  Thee  and  love  of  good. 

s  John  viii.  12. 


186  THE    CONFESSION". 

Like  sheep,  we've  left  our  Shepherd's  care, 
And  wander'd  among  pastures  bare ; 
Like  graceless  spendthrifts,  we  have  spent 
Whate'er  thy  love  and  mercy  lent. 

Thou  art  our  Shepherd  !  we  thy  sheep ! 
Thy  word  of  promise  to  us  keep ; 
The  shepherd  loves  his  sheep,  though  they 
Hear  not  his  voice,  nor  call  obey. 

But  how  can  words  thy  love  unfold  ? 

That  love  by  man  can  ne'er  be  told ! 

Thine  arm,h  when  naught  on  earth  could  save. 

To  thy  lost  flock  salvation  gave. 

Oh !  by  thy  blood  so  freely  shed 
To  save  us  from  the  ills  we  dread. 
Behold !  forgive !  in  love  restore ! 
And  grant  that  we  may  sin  no  more. 

h  Isaiah  lix.  l(i. 
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LXXVI. 

Of  the  Absolution  in  the  Hook  of  Common  Prayer. 
"  Almighty  God,"  &c.  &c. 

The  God,  thi-ough  whom  alone  is  given 
Pardon  to  souls,  by  sorrow  riven 

Through  consciousness  of  guilt ; 
Who  bids  His  ministers  proclaim 
Peace  to  the  world  in  Jesus'  name. 

Whose  precious  blood  was  spUt, 

To  set  repenting  sinners  free, 
Who  love  the  gospel's  sure  decree  : 

"  Lord,  hear  us  while  we  pray  ; 
And  grant  the  gracious  words  now  spoken, 
May  he  to  us  thine  own  dear  token 

Of  sin  that's  wash'd  away. 

"  Both  now  and  ever,  help  us,  Lord, 
To  hear  and  keep  thy  holy  word. 

And  serve  Thee  as  we  ought ; 
Thou  never  fail'st  to  succour  those, 
tVhose  prayer  to  Thee,  midst  earthly  woes. 

In  Jesus'  name  is  brought." 
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LXXVII. 

(©loria  ^atri. 

All  praise  from  men  on  earth ! 

All  praise  from  saints  on  high  ! 
To  Him  whose  power  gave  birth 

To  all  that  glads  the  eye  ! 

O  Father,  unto  Thee 

Incessantly  we'll  sing  ! 
Thy  name,  from  sea  to  sea, 

Throughout  the  world  shall  ring 

To  Thee,  eternal  Son  ! 

Shall  equal  praise  be  given ; 
For  Thou  the  deed  hast  done 

By  which  we  are  forgiven. 

Inspir'd  by  Thee,  sweet  Dove ! 

Our  hearts  no  cares  shall  sever 
From  where  Thou  dwell'st  above. 

Eternal  Sfjirit,  ever ! 

Tliis  hymn  was  sung  ere  man 
To  Satan's  power  gave  way ; 

'Twill  rise  where  it  began, 
To  realms  of  endless  day. 
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LXXVIII. 

Roaring  boisteroiisly  at  Night. 

Hark  !  in  the  midst  of  solemn  night 

A  sound  bursts  on  the  ear ! 
Man's  dreams  and  sleep  it  puts  to  flight, 

And  fills  his  soul  with  fear. 

Fear  not,  O  thou  who  God  dost  fear, 
Assuage  thy  troubled  mind ; 

Thy  God  himself  to  thee  draws  near. 
He  walketh  on  the  wind.' 

He,  Israel's  Shepherd,  knows  no  sleep. 

But  watches  night  and  day 
To  keep  from  harm  his  chosen  sheep, 

And  drive  their  foes  away. 

i  Psalm  civ.  3. 
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That  which  thou  fear'st  is  God's''  own  voice, 

A  pledge'  to  thee  'tis  given. 
That  those  who  in  the  Lord  rejoice. 

Shall  rest  in  earth  and  heaven. 

Quake  not !  with  faith  lift  up  thine  eye, 

And  view  thy  Saviour's  form. 
Careering  'mid  the  clouds  on  high. 

And  riding  on  the  storm. 


li  See  Appendix  A. 
1  See  Appendix  B. 
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LXXIX. 
JBaton  of  JBao. 

Day  dawns ;  and  first  attracts  the  eye 
The  village  spire,  ascending  high— 

There's  much  from  hence  to  learn. 
As  points  it  upwards  to  the  skies. 
So  should  our  thoughts  for  ever  rise 

"With  morning's  sweet  return. 

But,  see  !  expand  the  rays  of  light. 
The  church  itself  appears  in  sight. 

In  sacred  beauty  dress'd. 
O  thus  may  heaven  itself  appear. 
And  onward  our  faint  spirits  cheer. 

By  daily  toil  oppress'd ! 
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LXXX. 

Of  the  Second  Collect  at  Evening  Prayer. 
"  O  God,  from  whom  all  holy  desires,"  &c. 

O  God,  from  whom  each  holy  thought, 
Good  word,  and  action  flow  ! 

Peace,  in  the  world  that's  vainly  sought. 
On  us,  who  ask,  bestow : 

That  thus  our  souls  may  soar  to  Thee 

In  steadfastness  and  love  : 
While  we,  from  sinful  conflicts  free. 

Obey  Thee  as  above. 

We  make,  O  Lord,  our  humble  prayer 
Through  the  great  Prince  of  Peace, 

Who  makes  our  earthly  wants  His  care- 
May  His  blest  reign  increase  ! 
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LXXXI. 

Of  the  Third  Collect  at  Evening  Prayer. 
"  Lighten  our  darkness,"  &c. 

O  Lord,  who  call'dst  at  first  the  hght 

From  dark  confusion's  deep. 
Chase  from  our  souls  sin's  darker  night, — 

Thine  own  lost  creatures  keep  ! 

O  gracious  Lord,  before  Thee  now. 

In  Thine  appointed  way. 
Through  Christ,  "the  light  of  light," «»  we  bow, 

Convert  our  night  to  day  ! 

m  See  "  Nicene  Creed." 
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LXXXII. 

Of  the  Forty-Second  Psalm. 

As  seeks  the  hart  the  fountain. 
So  longs  my  soul  for  Thee, 

O  God, — on  Zion's  mountain 
Could  I  thy  glory  see ! 

There's  naught  on  earth  shall  sever 
My  heart  from  Salem's  towers ; 

There  had  I  hoped  for  ever 
To  pass  the  sacred  hours  : 

But  here  the  folk  unheeded 

Behold  my  tears,  and  cry, 
"  Where's  now  thy  God  ?  he's  needed 

To  wipe  thy  weeping  eye." 

O  why,  my  soul,  dost  hearken 
To  grief's  unhallow'd  voice  ? 

Should  earthly  woes  dishearten 
A  son  of  God's  own  choice  ? 
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Hope  still  to  be  victorious. 
Through  thy  Redeemer's  blood  !  •» 

He  yet  wiU  make  me  glorious, 
I'll  praise  Him  yet  for  good. 

SEnOND    PORTION. 

Afar,  from  Jordan's  river. 

And  Hermon's  little  hill, 
My  soul,  cry,  "  God,  deliver 

Thy  servant  from  all  ill." 

What  though  the  storm  fall  on  thee. 

And  deep  doth  call  to  deep; 
Trust  in  Jehovah  only. 

And  He  thy  Hfe  shall  keep. 

Though  men  regard  me  wholly 

As  number'd  with  the  dead. 
The  Lord,  the  God  most  holy. 

Shall  yet  raise  up  my  head. 

Why  then,  my  soul,  dost  hearken 

To  grief's  unhallow'd  voice  ? 
Why  let  earth's  woes  dishearten 

A  son  of  God's  own  choice  ? 

I  yet  shall  rise  victorious 

Through  the  Redeemer's  blood ! 
He  yet  will  make  me  glorious, 

rU  praise  Him  yet  for  good. 

n  See  Appendix  C. 
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LXXXIIL 

To  a  Village  Church  Clock. 

Thou  fit  companion  of  our  church. 
That  hourly  bidd'st  us  speed  our  search 
For  that  bright  treasure,  only  won 
Through  faith  in  God's  eternal  Son. 
Midst  joy,  midst  grief,  thou  keep'st  alone 
The  same  unvarying  solemn  tone  ! 
Thou  tell'st  the  old,  the  young,  the  gay. 
That  earth  is  hast'ning  fast  away ! 
Thou  tell'st  the  good,  by  grief  oppress'd. 
They  soon  shall  enter  into  rest ! 
Thou  tell'st  the  wicked  they  shall  die. 
And  at  the  dooro  the  Judge  is  nigh ! 
O  may  we  all  thy  warning  hear. 
And  serve  our  God  with  holy  fear ! 


197 


LXXXIV. 

Of  the  Hundredth  Psalm. 

With  holy  melody  break  forth. 

Ye  nations,  to  proclaim, 
From  east  to  west,  from  south  to  north, 

The  great  Jehovah's  name  ! 

Be  sure  'twas  He  who  form'd  you  all. 

His  glory  to  declare  ; 
His  work  ye  are,  both  great  and  small, 

The  flock  who  feel  his  care. 

O  crowd  his  courts !  His  presence  seek 

With  hymns  of  sacred  joy  ; 
Swift  be  your  tongues  His  praise  to  speak. 

His  love  your  hearts  employ ! 

For  gracious  is  the  living  Lord, 

His  mercy  lasts  for  aye ; 
The  holy  comforts  of  His  word 

Shall  never  pass  away ! 
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LXXXV. 

Chap.  xi.  verses  9,  10. ^ 
"  Rejoice,  O  young  man,  in  thy  youth,"  &c. 

Rejoice,  0  youth !  let  no  sad  thoughts  restrain 

The  jocund  revels  of  the  passing  hour ! 
Fill  high  the  bowl !  expel  the  daemon  Pain  ! 

And  seek  for  rest  in  Pleasure's  witching  bower ! 
But  know,  the  scene  must  quickly  change !     The  joy 

Which  now  thou  feel'st,  shall  shortly  turn  to  grief, 
Unwonted  fears  thy  sin-bound  soul  annoy. 

And  chase  the  visions  of  thy  youthful  sleep. 
Those  dreams   of  endless  bhss — how  dazzling  but 
how  brief! 


p  This  poem,  as  regards  the  time  of  its  composition,  is  an  ex- 
ception to  its  neighbours,  having  been  composed  when  the  author 
was  a  student  at  Oxford. 
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Time  with  his  wrinkles  shall  impress  thy  brow. 

Thy  raven  locks  his  hoary  liv'rj'  wear. 
Those  cheeks,  which  sorrow  hath  not  marr'd,  ere  now 

Shall  sink  beneath  the  writhing  touch  of  care. 
Then  shall  no  learned  doctor's  prescient  skill 

Dispel  from  off  tiiy  brow  the  settled  gloom ; 
Disease  and  death  thy  anxious  thoughts  shall  fill 

With  dreadful  apprehensions, — and  the  tomb 
Receive  thee  in  its  gap,  reserv'd  for  Judgment's  doom. 

Stay  thy  mad  course !  Rejoice !  but  let  thy  glee 

Be  of  a  purer,  more  angelic  kind ; 
Such  as  'tis  hop'd,  departed  this  life,  we 

Shall  in  a  happier  state  immortal  find. 
Rejoice  !  let  nature's  works  delight  thine  eye ! 

The  mountains  topp'd  by  the  o'erhanging  wood. 
The  ocean,  ocean's  rocks,  the  azure  sky, — 

These  be  thy  joys  !  for  these  the  praise  that's  due. 
Return  to  Him  who  gave.  The  Lord  who  cares  for  you ! 
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LXXXVI. 

Of  the  Seventy-sixth  Psalm. 

Amongst  his  people,  God  alone 
His  saving  might  displays ; 

To  Israel  alone  are  known 

His  great  and  wondrous  ways. 

At  Salem  is  His  dwelling  place ; 

On  holy  Zion's  mount 
He  shows  the  brightness  of  his  face  : 

His  mercies  who  can  count  ? 

To  Zion,  strong  in  God's  own  might, 

Let  lofty  mountains  bow  ! 
Let  robbers'  hills  conceal  in  night 

Tlieir  dark  and  murky  brow  ! 

O  holy  mount !  when  haughty  foes 
Thy  sacred  heights  assail'd. 

They  sank  as  sink  the  melting  snows. 
Their  vaunted  courage  fail'd. 
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'Twas  thou,  O  God,  who  quell'd  their  ire ! 

Who  broke  their  chariot  wheel ! 
'Twas  thine  own  wrath  consum'd  in  fire 

The  warriors'  deadly  steel ! 

Earth,  as  she  view'd  her  sons  provoke 

The  anger  of  their  God, 
Stood  trembling  at  the  sudden  stroke. 

And  bow'd  beneath  his  nod. 

Man's  fierceness  tends  but  to  excite 

God's  majesty  and  power; 
O  Lord,  when  men  'gainst  thee  unite. 

They  perish  ere  an  hour. 

Ye  faithful  servants  of  your  Lord, 

To  him  your  offering  bring ! 
Adore  and  keep  his  holy  word. 

His  well-earn'd  praises  sing. 

Earth's  angry  rulers  he  shaU  chide. 

And  make  them  own  his  sway ; 
Their  ^vicked  thoughts  and  swelling  pride 

His  mandates  shall  obey. 
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LXXXVII. 

Of  Jeremiah  iii.  22. 

"  Return,  ye  backsliding  children,  and  I  will  heal  your  backslid- 
ings.  Behold,  we  come  unto  Thee;  for  Thou  art  the  Lord  our 
God." 

INVITATION. 

Return  !  return  !  ye  stubborn  race, 
And  quickly  seek  your  Father's  face. 

Mine  anger's  pass'd  away : 
Mine  own  belov'd  eternal  Son 
Hath  your  redemption  nobly  won ; 

Behold  salvation's  day ! 


We  come,  we  come  from  ev'ry  shore, 
Our  past  ingratitude  deplore, 

And  own  Thee  as  our  Lord; 
Our  only  Lord,  our  only  God, 
Who,  when  our  sins  deserv'd  thy  rod. 

Hast  sent  thy  saving  word. 
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LXXXVIII. 

Of  the  Prayer  for  all  Conditions  of  Men. 
O  Uod!  the  Creator  and  Preserver  of  all  mankind,"  &c.  he. 

O  God  !  Creator  of  mankind ! 

Preserver  of  us  all ! 
Lighten  the  souls  by  nature  blind 

Through  our  first  parents'  fall ! 

To  all  the  world  Thy  ways  make  known : 

Thy  saving  health  and  might 
Be  to  the  nations  quickly  shown 

Who  dwell  in  Satan's  night. 

But  chiefly  Thine  own  church,  that's  found 

Dispers'd  through  ev'ry  land. 
Keep  firmly  settled  as  the  ground 

Whereon  all  things  do  stand ! 

That  all  who  own  the  Saviour's  name. 

May,  by  thy  Spirit  led. 
Abide  in  peace,  and  fitly  frame 

Their  lives  as  Thou  hast  said. 
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Thy  goodness  finally  declare, 

O  Father,  unto  those 
In  mind  or  body  bow'd  by  care. 
Or  vex'd  by  other  woes. 

To  all  give  patience  and  relief! 

Thy  will  on  earth  be  done ! 
O  hear  us  in  each  hour  of  grief. 

For  sake  of  thy  dear  Son ! 
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LXXXIX. 

Of  the  General  Thanltsgwlng  in  the  Book  of 
Common  Prayer. 

Almighty  God,  to  whom  we  owe 
Whate'er  we  feel  of  good  below,— 

Unworthy  though  we  be,— 
Accept  our  thanks  for  mercies  shown 
To  us,  and  not  to  us  alone. 

But  to  all  men,  by  Thee ! 

For  our  creation  by  Thy  word. 
For  care  o'er  all  our  hfe  conferr'd. 

For  ev'ry  blessing  here  : 
But  chiefly  for  the  world's  release. 
Through  Christ,  the  blessed  Prince  of  Peace, 

From  sin  and  Satan's  fear,— 

o 
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For  means  of  grace,  in  mercy  giv'n. 

To  guide  us  home  when  from  Thee  driv'n ; 

For  glorious  hopes  above ; 
O  not  with  thankful  words  alone. 
But  in  our  lives  Thy  praise  be  sho^vn, 

The  surest  sign  of  love  ! 

Our  wilUng  off'ring,  through  thy  Son, 
With  Thee  and  thy  bless'd  Spirit  one. 

Accept,  in  mercy.  Lord ! 
And  may  on  earth  the  holy  Three, 
Who  dwell  in  wondrous  unity. 

For  ever  be  ador'd  ! 


207 


xc. 


^umn  for  a  jTuncral, 

Sriggested  by  St.  John  v.  25. 

Jesus  !  Restorer  of  the  dead, 

With  Thee  we  fain  would  die,' 
That,  when  the  dust's  our  bodies'  bed. 

Our  souls  may  soar  on  high. 

Alive  to  all  but  Thee  alone. 

And  thy  converting  grace. 
Our  lost  condition  we  bemoan. 

And  long  to  see  Tliy  face. 

Shine  on  us.  Lord !  each  base  desire, 
Each  wand'ring  thought  reclaim ! 

And  fill  us  with  celestial  fire. 
That  we  may  love  Thy  name. 

Be  Thou  our  guide,  this  vale  of  tears 

No  longer  dark  shall  be  ; 
Our  worldly  griefs  and  death's  cold  fears 

Shall  all  yield  up  to  Thee. 

Here  may  Thy  mercy  and  Thy  love 

Our  constant  praise  employ ; 
And  all  our  thoughts  ascend  above. 

In  gratitude  and  joy  ! 

q  "  Now  if  we  be  dead  with  Christ,  we  believe  that  we  shall  also 
live  with  him."— Romans  vi.  8. 
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XCI. 

On  Infant  Baptism. 

O  WHY  keep  infants  from  their  Lord  ? 
They  never  disobey'd  His  word, 

Nor  went,  Hke  men,  astray. 
"Forbid  them  not,"'  the  Saviour  cries, 
"  They're  precious  in  my  Father's  eyes. 

He  keeps  them  night  and  day."s 

He  spoke— and  gently  touch'd  their  head ; 
A  heavenly*  hght  was  o'er  them  shed. 

As  came  God's  blessing  down ; 
It  seem'd  as  if  away  from  earth, 
Inspir'd  with  joy  at  second  birth. 

Their  souls  had  upward  flown. 

r  Mark  x.  14.  s  Matthew  xviii.  10. 

t  See  Appendix  D. 
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XCII. 

On  Acts  viii.  8. 
"  And  there  was  great  joy  in  that  city." 

O  HAPPY  city,  fiU'd  with  holy  joy  ! 
What  earthly  power  shall  e'er  thy  peace  destroy  ? 
Strong  in  thy  Saviour's  might,  thou  may'st  defy 
All  who  behold  thy  walls  with  hateful  eye. 
Thy  treasure's  hid  in  Christ,  conceal'd  from  view 
Of  all  who  curst  ambition's  course  pursue. 
Thine  armour,  forg'd  on  heaven's  sacred  height. 
Hell's  envious  legions  soon  shall  put  to  flight. 
Thrice  happy  city  !  how  thou  didst  rejoice 
To  hear  salvation's  long  expected  voice ! 
Unlike  misguided  Judah's  fallen  race, 
Who  madly  slept  throughout  their  day  of  grace, 
In  Philip's  miracles  thou  saw'st  the  power 
Alone  which  makes  unholy  spirits  cower; 
Sin's  empire  broken,  burst  upon  thy  view. 
And  man  for  heav'n  form'd  by  God  anew. 
O  spread  salvation's  tidings  o'er  the  earth ; 
Let  rocks  and  hills  resound  with  sacred  mirth. 
The  Saviour's  name  to  distant  lands  make  known, 
That  they  His  sceptre's  blessed  sway  may  own  ! 
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XCIII. 

Of  the  Fifth  Part  of  the  UQth  Psalm. 
"  Teach  me  O  Lord,"  &c. 

O  TEACH  me,  and  I  shall  be  taught 

To  serve  Thee,  Lord,  alway; 
And  through  life's  thorny  path  be  brought 

To  thy  eternal  day. 

Implant  thy  law  within  my  heart ! 

Restrain  my  roving  eyes  ! 
And  I  from  Thee  shall  ne'er  depart. 

Nor  follow  wicked  lies. 

Unto  thy  testimonies.  Lord, 

Direct  my  whole  desire  ! 
And  let  not  gold,  but  thy  pure  word 

My  daily  thoughts  inspire  ! 

Thy  statutes  and  thy  fear  indite 

Upon  my  willing  breast ! 
Thy  dread  rebuke  remove  from  sight. 

And  give  thy  servant  rest ! 

Behold  how,  with  perpetual  love, 

I  seek  to  do  thy  will  ! 
Impart  thy  Spirit  from  above ! 

My  righteous  hopes  fulfil ! 
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XCIV. 

Of  the  Collect  in  the  Communion  Service. 
"  Almighty  God,  unto  whom  all  hearts  be  open,"  &c. 

O  God,  to  whom  all  hearts  are  open. 
And  ev'ry  word  in  secret  spoken, — 

Who  rul'st  us  at  thy  will, — 
Thou  know'st  how  vain  and  full  of  care 
Our  thoughts  and  meditations  are, 

To  earth  bent  downward  still. 

O  cleanse  us  by  thy  Spirit's  fire. 
That  we  may  whoUy  Thee  desire. 

And  fitly  praise  thy  name  ! 
We  own  ourselves  to  be  but  dust ; 
In  Christ  alone  we  place  our  trust. 

Who  to  redeem  us  came. 
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xcv. 
IHtUttation  in  Ttxst 

On  the  122nd  Psalm. 

He  who  loves  Christ,  his  church  will  love. 

And  ever  pray  to  God  above 

To  guard  her  sacred  citadel 

From  foes  on  earth,  from  foes  in  hell. 

The  Saviour  loves  the  fervent  vows 
Breath'd  in  behalf  of  his  dear  spouse ; 
He  loves  His  children  to  unite. 
And  put  His  enemies  to  flight. 


I 


But  party  strife  and  fierce  debate 

The  Prince  of  Peace  for  aye  doth  hate ; 

Those  only  who  adorn  the  bride  ^ 

The  Bridegroom's  coming  shall  abide.  ■ 

May  showers  of  grace  for  ever  fall. 
Blest  Church  !  on  thy  time-hallow'd  wall ; 
And  glad  salvation  greet  the  ear 
Of  all  who  in  thy  courts  appear  ! 

Because  in  Thee^  my  God  doth  dwell,  1 

And  triumph  o'er  the  gates  of  hell,  » 

Where'er  1  roam,  by  land  or  flood, 
I'll  ever  seek  to  do  Thee  good. 

u  Revelations  xxi.  2.  "  Psalm  cxxii.  9. 
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XCVI. 

Supplication 

Before  partaJiing  of  the  Lord's  Supper. 


O  Saviour,  help  us  to  draw  near, 
With  thankful  hearts  and  holy  fear, 

The  symbols  of  thy  love  ! 
As  low  we  bend  th'  adoring  knee. 
May  ev'ry  thought  be  fix'd  on  Thee, 

Our  great  High  Priest  above. 

Lord,  let  thy  cross-wrought  sacrifice 
Be  precious  in  thy  servant's  eyes, 

In  life's  uncertain  hour  ! 
As  we  receive  thy  bread  and  \vine. 
May  thy  bless'd  presence  on  us  shine 

With  its  soul-soothing  poVr. 
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XCVII. 

(3n  ?^taring  t]^e  Hoto  0lurmur 

Of  the  Wind  at  Night. 

The  wind  it  blows,  but  'tis  not  higb — 
It  heaves  a  low  and  mournful  sigh. 
Like  some  sad  dirge  by  mortals  sung 
O'er  him  whose  fun'ral  kneU  is  rung  ; — 
It  sinks,  and  then  again  doth  blow 
In  accents  sorrowfully  slow. 
As  if  blest  spirits  in  the  sky 
Did  grieve  for  sinners  doom'd  to  die. 
Or  for  the  saints  on  earth  did  mourn. 
By  worldly  trials  rent  and  torn  ; — 
It  soothes  my  soul,  that  solemn  sound. 
Too  long  by  earthly  fetters  bound ; — 
It  falls  like  music  on  my  ear. 
And  whispers  that  my  God  is  near. 
O  Thou,  alike  in  calm  and  storm, 
"Who  dost  thy  mighty  works  perform. 
Blow  softly  o'er  each  troubled  breast. 
And  give  the  wounded  conscience  rest ! 
Peace,  through  the  Prince  of  Peace,  bestow 
On  all  who  're  sunk  in  depths  of  woe ! 
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XCVIII. 
Cj^e  fHorning  iHt'sit. 

The  morning  mist  conceals  from  sight 
The  pleasant  woods,  the  mountain's  height. 

The  fields  with  verdure  gay ; — 
But  yonder  comes  the  glorious  sun ! 
Before  his  course  has  well  begun. 

That  mist  shall  melt  away. 

So,  Sun  of  Righteousness,y  appear ! 
The  veil  from  off  our  \dsion  tear. 

Which  hides  Thee  from  our  view  ! 
Unfold  heav'n's  plains  and  golden  street,^ 
Where  love,  and  joy,  and  pleasure  meet. 

And  last  for  ever  new ! 

1  Malachi  iv.  2.  ^  Revelations  xxi.  21. 
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XCIX. 
?|gmn  for  ^tJbcnt. 

"  Thy  kingdom  come." — Lord's  Prayer. 

"Thy  kingdom  come"  to  ev'ry  shore, 

O  Lord,  where  man  is  found ! 
Redeem  the  souls  for  evermore, 

By  sin  and  Satan  bound. 

"  Thy  kingdom  come  ! "  that  blessed  day. 

When  thou  on  earth  shalt  reign. 
And  death  and  sorrow  chase  away. 

And  banish  ev'ry  pain  ! 

When  in  the  wilderness  shall  flow 

Perpetual  streams  of  grace. 
And  fragrant  myrtles^  freely  blow 

Where's  now  the  brier's  place. 

When  savage  beasts  shall  cease  to  roam 

In  cruel  search  of  prey, 
And  wolves b  with  lambs  shall  make  their  home. 

And  lions  feed  on  hay. 

a  Isaiah  Iv.  63.  b  Isaiah  xi.  6. 
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"  Thy  kingdom  come  "  to  souls  oppress'd 

By  poverty  and  grief! 
O  give  the  weary  mourners  rest, 

O  send  them  quick  reUef ! 

"Thy  kingdom  come"  in  all  its  might. 

And  majesty,  and  pow'r ! 
When  earth  shall  vanish  from  thy  sight 

At  thine  appointed  hour ; — 

When  faithful  souls  shall  leap  for  joy 

To  hear  thy  quick'ning  voice  ; 
And  doubts  and  fears  no  more  annoy 

The  children  of  thy  choice  ! 
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C. 


To  the  Jackdaws  which  inhabit  the  Steeple  of 
Buckminster  Church. 

Hail  ye,  who  love  our  house  of  pray'r. 
The  house  of  Him  by  whose  kind  care 
Your  place  of  rest  and  simple  fare 
Are  given ! 

There  ye  return  to  sleep  at  night. 
However  long  your  daily  flight : 
Our  steeple's  welcome  to  your  sight 
At  even. 

Much  I  esteem  you,  winged  race. 
Because  ye  love  the  holy  place 
Where  men  should  seek  their  Maker's  face 
In  season. 
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Though  full  of  care  and  worldly  thought. 
They  might,  by  your  example  taught. 
Learn  that  which  never  can  be  bought, — 
True  reason. 

Ye  gladly  take  what  God  doth  give ; 
As  He  hath  taught  you,  so  ye  live; 
How  then  shall  God  in  man  forgive 
Desertion  ? 

No — rather  leaving  thoughts  which  tire 
The  soul  in  vain,  we  should  aspire 
To  that  which  daily  doth  require 

Exertion, — 

The  conquest  of  the  heav'nly  prize 
"Which  glads  the  soul,  deUghts  the  eyes. 
And  drives  away  the  thoughts  that  rise 
In  sadness. 

Long,  happy  birds,  may  ye  remain 
Free  from  man's  greedy  love  of  gain ; 
And,  where  ye  dwell,  prolong  your  reign 
In  gladness ! 
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CI. 
Cije  Spirits  o!  tl^e  minti* 

The  spirits  of  the  wind 
By  those  alone  are  heard 

The  longing  of  whose  mind 
By  love  to  God  is  stirr'd. 

What  is  it  that  they  say  ? 

They  say,  in  solemn  tone. 
That  all  things  pass  away. 

As  by  the  tempest  blown. 

They  say  true  peace  on  earth 
Is  no  where  to  be  found ; 

That  'tis  of  heav'nly  birth. 
And  doth  in  heaven  abound. 

With  them  they  bid  us  fly 

From  vanity  away. 
And  seek  the  God  most  high. 

Whose  mandates  they  obey. 

O  Thou,  whose  voice  they  hear 
Working  thy  mighty  will. 

Impress  us  with  thy  fear. 
Their  counsel  to  fulfil. 
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CII. 
CJ)e  ^o\3itv  of  dFaiti), 

As  exhibited  in  a  Storm  at  Sea. 

Blast  foUow'd  blast,  and  \vav3  on  wave 

Incessantly  did  roll ; 
The  stoutest  hearts,  that  erst  were  brave. 

Could  not  their  fears  control. 

But  one  amongst  them  stood  alone. 

With  fix'd  and  fearless  eye ; 
A  power  to  all  the  rest  unknown 

Still  rais'd  his  head  on  high. 

What  was  that  pow'r  ?  the  pow'r  of  faith 

In  God's  most  holy  word ; 
'Twas  this  sustain'd  his  soul  in  death. 

He  knew  his  pray'r  was  heard; — 

That  pray'r  which  he  had  daily  made, 

That  in  affliction's  hour 
He  ne'er  might  shrink  nor  be  dismay'd. 

But  make  the  Lord  his  tow'r. 
p 
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'Twas  this  alone  sustain'd  him  then, 
A  power  unknown,  unfelt 

By  all,  save  good  and  holy  men. 
Who  'fore  their  God  have  knelt. 

Faith  breaks  the  lion's  rav'nous  jaw,^ 
It  slacks  the  martyr's  fire. 

The  wicked  it  inspires  with  awe. 
And  quells  their  boastful  ire. 

c  Hebrews  xi.  33,  34. 
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cm. 

Of  2  Corinthians  xiii.  14. 

"  The  grace  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  the  love  of  God,  and  the 
fellowship  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  be  with  us  all  evermore." 

The  Saviour's  grace,  the  Father's  love. 

The  quick'ning  Spirit's  pow'r. 
Descend  upon  us  from  above. 

And  shield  us  ev'ry  hour ! 
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APPENDIX. 


In  Gen.  iii.  8.  the  word  voice,  as  applied  with  respect 
to  God,  signifies,  in  tlie  Hebrew,  wmd,  as  is  explained 
in  the  marginal  references  attached  to  the  Bible. 


"  A   pledge,"  because   a   token  of  God's  presence 
and  power. 


C. 


"  Redeemer's  blood."  It  may,  perhaps,  appear  to 
some  out  of  place  to  have  put  these  words  in  David's 
mouth,  but  we  must  remember  that  David  was  one  of 
that  happy  number  who,  having  seen  the  promises  of  a 
Saviour  "  afar  off,  were  persuaded  of  them  and  em- 
braced them,  and  confessed  that  tliey  were  strangers 
and  pilgrims  on  the  earth."  Hence,  no  doubt,  the 
Psalmist's  hope  of  deliverance  expressed  in    the  42d 
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Psalm.     Tliis,  as  he  expressed  it  in  liis  last  words,  was 
"  all  his  salvation  and  all  his  desire." 


D. 


Many,  it  is  to  be  feared,  when  readincf  the  account 
given  in  Scripture,  of  our  Saviour's  putting  his  hands 
on  the  heads  of  the  little  children  who  were  brouglit 
unto  him,  overlook  the  inward  grace  imparted  by  that 
imposition.  A  similar  mistake  too  frequently  occurs 
with  respect  to  Infant  Baptism.  Many  appear  to 
esteem  it  a  mere  external  ceremony,  forgetting  that  it 
is  an  outward  sign  of  spiritual  grace  ordained  by  Christ 
himself.  With  a  view  to  the  correction  of  this  error 
the  author  has  availed  himself  of  the  licence  usually 
conceded  to  poets  (as  at  once  will  be  perceived  and  so 
he  trusts  produce  no  mistake)  of  describing  such  effects 
as  may  not  unreasonably  be  imagined  to  have  resulted 
from  the  imposition  of  our  Lord's  hands  on  the  heads 
of  the  little  children  who  were  brought  unto  him. 
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Hist  of  Subscriptions 

IN    AID   OF   THE    ERECTION    OP   A 

CHAPEL  OF  EASE 

In  the  Township  of  Seiostern,  in  the  Parish  of 
Buchninster  and  County  of  Leicester. 


'  They  shall  prosper  that  love  thee."— Psalm  cxxii.  6. 


Arnold,  Rev.  T.  K.     . 
Bagshaw,  Rev.  W.  . . 
Bonney,  Ven.  Archdeacon  T.  K. 
Borman,  Mr. 
Bumaby,  Rev.  F.  G. 
Burrows,  Mr.  W.     . . 
Cholmeley,  Dowager  Lady 
Cholmeley,  Sir  Montague  J.  Bart. . , 
Christian,  Mr.  John 
Cookson,  Rev.  C. 
Collection  after  a  Sermon  at  Buckminster 
by  the  Rev.  W.  Selwyn 


£. 

s. 

d. 

2 

2 

0 

10 

0 

0 

10 

0 

0 

1 

0 

0 

10 

0 

0 

0 

10 

0 

5 

0 

0 

10 

0 

0 

1 

0 

0 

1 

0 

0 

17  13  3i 
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£.  s.  d. 


Collection  after  a  Sermon  at  Cottesmore 

by  the  Rev.  H,  Neville 

15 

0 

0 

Costall,  John,  Esq 

1 

0 

0 

Costall,  Robert,  Esq. 

1 

0 

0 

Cooper,  Mr. 

1 

0 

0 

Cragg,  Rev.  R. 

10 

0 

0 

Cust,  Hon.  and  Rev.  R. 

5 

0 

0 

Darby,  Mr.               

0 

2 

6 

Dawnay,  Hon.  and  Rev.  T. 

5 

0 

0 

Dolby,  Rev.  J.  S 

5 

0 

0 

Doubleday,  Mr.  J. 

0 

10 

0 

Doubleday,  Mr.  H. 

0 

10 

0 

Elliot,  Rev.  J.  E 

1 

1 

0 

Friend,  a 

5 

0 

0 

Friend,  a  . . 

1 

0 

0 

Gething,  Mr.             

1 

0 

0 

Gilbert,  Rev.  G.             

1 

0 

0 

GiUett,  Rev.  G.  E 

10 

0 

0 

Gillett,  Mrs.             

10 

0 

0 

Grice,  Mrs. 

5 

0 

0 

Grice,  Mrs.  A. 

1 

0 

0 

Hardy,  Mr. 

5 

0 

0 

Herring,  Mr.  T 

1 

0 

0 

Heycock,  Rev.  C. 

1 

0 

0 

H.  L.  H.  (Leicester  post  mark) 

20 

0 

0 

Hurd,  Mr 

0 

10 

0 

Hutton,  Rev.  John  . . 

1 

0 

0 

Jackson,  Mr. 

1 

0 

0 

Lawrence,  Mrs.  Studley  Park, 

10 

0 

0 

228 


Lawson,  Miss 

Lawson,  Rev.  J.  (in  addition  to  land  for 

a  site) 
Leicester  (County  and  Town  of)  Church 

Building  Society     . . 
London  Incorporated  Church  Building 

Society 
Needham,  Rev.  C.    .. 
Norris,  Mrs. 
Osborne,  Rev.  G.     . . 
Potchett,  Rev.  W. 
Rimmington,  Mr.  Francis    . 
Rimmington,  Mr.  Thomas 

Royce,  Mr 

Royce,  Mr.  W.    . . 
Sawyer,  Rev.  W.  G. 

Selby,  Mr 

Spencer,  Mr.  John  . . 

Swain,  Mrs. 

Tinckler,  Mr. 

ToUemache,  Hon.  Algernon 

Tollemache,  Hon.  FeHx 

Tollemache,  Hon.  Frederick  J.  m.  p. 

Turnor,  Lady  Caroline 

Turnor,  Christopher,  Esq.  m.  p. 

Turnor,  John,  Esq. . . 

Twopeny,  Rev.  R. 

Whichcote,  Rev.  C.  . . 

Yorke,  C.  F.  Esq 


£. 

s. 

d. 

5 

0 

0 

50 

0 

0 
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0 

0 

50 

0 

0 

1 

1 

0 

2 

2 

0 

50 

0 

0 

1 

0 

0 

1 

0 

0 

0 

10 

0 

2 

0 

0 

1 

0 

0 

5 

0 

0 

0 
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10 

0 

2 

10 

0 

2 

10 

0 

50 

0 

0 

30 

0 

0 

10 

0 

0 

10 

0 

0 

30 

0 

0 

10 

0 

0 

1 

0 

0 

2 

0 

0 

I 

0 

0 
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N.B.  Tlie  sum  for  which  the  builder  has  contracted 
to  erect  the  designed  Chapel  is  ^6537.  Exclusive  of 
this  sum,  the  fees  for  consecration,  the  demands  of 
the  architect  and  clerk  of  the  works,  the  expense  of 
enclosing  the  consecrated  ground,  will  have  to  be 
provided  for.  A  hundred  pounds  of  the  sum  at  present 
raised  by  subscription  is  required  to  be  reserved  for 
a  repair  fund;  the  additional  £150.  is  therefore,  as 
stated  in  note  to  the  Preface,  requisite  for  the  comple- 
tion of  the  undertaking. 

Tlie  Chapel  it  is  intended  shall  contain  133  sittings, 
of  which  number  101  are  to  be  free.  Tliis  may  appear 
to  many  a  trifling  addition  to  the  present  church  ac- 
commodation in  the  parish  of  Buckminster,  but  the 
author  hopes  it  may,  under  the  Divine  blessing,  be  an 
incentive  to  his  parishioners  at  no  distant  day  to  seek 
a  supply  of  the  facilities  of  attending  public  worship 
adequate  to  their  spiritual  need. 

Subscriptions  in  behalf  of  the  Sewstern  Chapel  Fund 
will  be  thankfully  received  by  the  Rev.  J.  Lawson, 
Buckminster  Vicarage,  Colsterworth ;  by  Messrs.  Combe 
and  Crossley,  Leicester ;  Mr.  Ridge,  Grantham ;  and  at 
the  Banks  of  Messrs.  Clarke,  Mitchell,  Philips,  and 
Smith  at  Leicester,  Melton,  Oakham,  and  Uppingham. 


If  any  profits  should  arise  from  the  sale  of  this  book 
they  will  of  course  be  added  to  the  same  fund. 
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On  Thursday,  March  I7th,  1842,  the  first  stone 
of  the  proposed  new  chapel  at  Sewstem,  to  which  it 
is  intended  to  give  the  name  of  the  Church  of  the 
Holy  Trinity,  was  laid  by  the  Ven.  T.  K.  Bonney, 
Archdeacon  of  Leicester,  in  the  presence  of  the 
assembled  Parishioners,  the  Rural  Deans,  and  Clergy 
of  the  neighbourhood.  The  Archdeacon  made  an 
impressive  and  appropriate  address  on  the  occasion, 
and  after  the  offering  of  prayer,  the  Sunday  and 
National  School  Children  of  the  parish  chanted  in 
a  manner  highly  creditable  to  themselves  and  their 
teachers,  the  sixty-seventh  Psalm.  The  ceremony 
concluded,  the  company,  after  singing  the  National 
Anthem,  gradually  dispersed,  highly  pleased  with 
what  they  had  witnessed.  The  attendance  was 
numerous,  and  the  weather  every  thing  which  could 
be  wished. 
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NAMES  OF  THE  CLERGY 

Present  at  Seivstern  on  the  day  on  tchich  the  Foundation 
Stone  of  the  intended  Neic  Church  was  laid. 


Bonney,  Ven.  T.  K.  Archdeacon  of  Leicester, 
Gillett,  Rev.  G.  E.  Rector  of  Waltham,    ^ 
Sehvyn,  Rev.  W.  Rector  of  Branston-     \  Deans 

by-Belvoir,  and  Canon  of  Ely,  } 

Barton,  Rev.  M.  Rector  of  Clipsham,  Rutlandshire. 
Bumaby,  Rev.  F.  G.  Vicar  of  Barkstone. 
Cragg,  Rev.  R.  Rector  of  Wymondham. 
Dowson,  Rev.  H.  Perpetual  Curate  of  Monk  Frj'- 

stone,  Yorkshire,  and  Curate  of  North  Witham, 

Lincolnshire. 
Elhot,  Rev.  J.  E.Curate  of  Buckminster  with  Sewstern. 
Hutton,  Rev.  M.  Curate  of  Saxby. 
Jackson,  Rev.  G.  Vicar  of  North  Reston  and  Curate 

of  Colsterworth,  Lincolnshire. 
Lawson,  Rev.  J.  Vicar  of  Buckminster  with  Sewstern. 
Lazonby,  Rev.  H.  P.  Curate  of  Stoke  Rochford, 

Lincolnshire. 
Manners,  Rev.  E.  Rector  of  Goadby  Marwood. 
Needham,  Rev.  C.  Curate  of  Sproxton. 
Osborne,  Rev.  G.  Rector  of  Stainby-cum-Gunby, 

Lincolnshire. 
Osborne,  Rev.  P.  Curate  of  Coston,  and  Skillington, 

Lincolnshire. 
Whichcote,  Rev.  C.  Curate  of  Burton-Coggles,  Lin- 

cohishire. 
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'art!)itect, 

Anthony  Salvin,  Esq.  32,  Somerset  Street,  Portman 
Square,  London. 

SupcrSjisor, 
Mr.  T.  C.  Halliday,  Greatham,  Rutlandshire. 

Contractor, 

Mr.   Thomas  Birtchnell,  Builder,   Wymondham, 
Leicestershire. 


"  Not  unto  us,  O  Lord,  not  unto  us,  but  unto  thy 
name  give  the  praise ;  for  thy  loving  mercy,  and  for 
thy  truth's  sake." — Psalm  cxv.  1. 
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